








+MASO 


Build a Fine Business... Full or Spare Times: 
We Start You FREE—Don’t Invest One Cent! 


mace BUG MONEY 


WITH FAST-SELLING WARM 


MASON LEATHER JACKETS: 
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wat ER JACKET 
wf M SHEEPSKIN! _\ 


These Special Features 
Help You Make Money 
From First Hour! 


eee Men really go for these warm 
Mason jackets of long-lasting 
Pony Horsehide leather, fine Cape- 
skin leather, soft luxurious Suede 
leather. You can even take orders 
for Nylon, Gabardine, 100% Wool, 
Satin-faced Twill jackets, men’s 
raincoats, too! And just look at 
these EXTRA features that make 
Mason jackets so easy to sell: 


@ Warm, cozy linings of real 
Sheepskin...nature’s own pro- 
tection against cold! 


® Quilted and rayon linings! 


@ Laskin Lamb waterproof, non- 
matting fur collars! 

@ Knitted wristlets! 

@ Especially-treated leathers 
that do not scuff or peel! 

® Zipper Fronts! 

@ Extra-large pockets! 

@ Variety of colors for every 


taste: brown, black, green, 
grey, tan, blue! 





DEPT. 


Rush Coupon for FREE Selling Outfit! 


NOW IT’S EASY to make BIG MONEY in a profit-making, spare- 
time business! As our man in your community, you feature Mason’s 
fast-selling Horsehide, Capeskin, Suede and other fine leather 
jackets —nationally known for smart styling, rugged wear, wonder- 
ful warmth. Start by selling to friends and fellow workers. Think 
of all the outdoor workers around your own home who will be de- 
lighted to buy these fine jackets direct.from you: truck drivers, 
milkmen, cab drivers, postmen, gas station,-construction, and rail- 
road men—hundreds right in your own community! You’ll be amazed 
how quickly business grows. And no wonder!—yY ou offer these splen- 
did jackets at low money-saving prices people can afford! Our top- 
notch men find it’s easy to make up to $10.00 a day EXTRA income! 


SHOE MFG CO. 
[269 | 


Chippewa Falls, Wisc. 
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ARE BOTH / 






Be the first to sell men who 
work outdoors this per- 
fect combination!—Non- 
scuff, warm Horsehide 
leather jacket lined with wooly Sheepskin,;and new Horsehide 
work shoe also warmly lined with fleecy Sheepskin and made 
with oil-resisting soles and leather storm welt! 


Even MORE Profits with Special-Feature Shoes 


Take orders for Nationally-advertised, Velvet-eez Air-Cushion Shoes 
in 150 dress, sport, work styles for men and women. Air-Cushion Inner- 
sole gives wonderful feeling of “‘walking on air*’ all day long. As the 
Mason man in your town, you actually feature more shoes in a greater 
range of sizes and widths than the largest store in town! And at low, 
direct-from-factory prices! It’s easy to fit customers in the style they 
want — they keep re-ordering, too— put dollars and dollars into your 
pocket! Join the exceptional men who make up to $200 extra a month 
and get their family’s shoes and garments at wholesale prices! 


Send for FREE SELLING OUTFIT Today! 


Mail the coupon today —I'll rush your powerful Free Jacket and Shoe 
Selling Outfit including 10-second Air-Cushion Demonstrator, and 
EVERYTHING you need to start building a steady, BIG MONEY, 
repeat-order business, as thousands of others have done with Mason! 


SEND FOR FREE ourtrit! 


I Mr. Ned Mason, Dept. 269 
| MASON SHOE MFG. COMPANY, 


l Chippewa Falis, Wisconsin 


| You bet I want to start my own extra-income business! Please 

rush FREE and postpaid my Powerful Selling Outfit—featuring 

| fast-selling Mason Jackets, Air-Cushion Shoes, other fast-selling 
specialties—so I can start making BIG MONEY right away! 








—| don’t HAVE to! 


Of course you say you won’t. But you may be unless 
you do something about it. Hoping, wishing won’t 
get you a better job and more money—you must 
prepare for that step ahead. 

If you were an expert accountant right now, 
chances are you Would find yourself in one of the 
highest-paid groups of all professional men and 
women. Surveys show that accountants earn more 
than many men in other major business vocations. 


I WON'T 


be a CLERK all my life 





If you’ve been looking at the high incomes and good 
jobs enjoyed by thousands of men and women account- 
ants today—incomes ranging from $4,000 to $10,000 
and more per year—and envying them—why not launch 
such a career for yourself? 


DO YOU QUESTION YOUR OWN ABILITY? 
Then let us send you—without cost or obligation— 
the book with which LaSalle has started several hundred 
thousand men and women toward successful accounting 
careers. We want you to see for yourself how this remark- 
able method, originated and perfected by LaSalle, makes 
Accounting simple, interesting, practical and certain— 
how it leads you step-by-step to a complete mastery of 
Accounting—and on up to the coveted C.P.A. Certif- 
icate, if you so aspire. 

You don’t even need previous bookkeeping experi- 
ence, or to know a debit from a credit. Whether you 
wish to qualify as an expert accountant, auditor, con- 
troller—you’ll find in LaSalle’s Problem Method the 
exact plan to prepare you rapidly and inexpensively — 
in your spare hours at home—without losing even a 
minute a day from your present job. 


SO RIGHT NOW—TODAY 
If you are earnestly ambitious for rapid advancement 
in one of the highest paid professions—send your name 
and address on the coupon below. We'll 
send you Free our illustrated book, 
“Accountancy, the Profession That 
Pays,” outlining today’s career oppor- 
tunities and how you can qualify for 
them. A coupon like this has -started 
many thousands toward success as it 
can for you. MAIL IT TODAY! 


OVER 4,200 C.P.A.’S HAVE BEEN TRAINED 


BY THE LASALLE PROBLEM METHOD 











THIS BOOK HAS STARTED HUNDREDS 
OF THOUSANDS towards well-paid ac- 
counting careers—in business, gov- 
ernment, and as C.P.A.'’s and expert 
accountants. Even without previous 
knowledge, progress is rapid— 

earning power climbs 
fast. This free 
booklet 
shows 

why. 
























Send for Free Book 


We offer you this free book 

so that you can prove to 
yourself that you CAN 
master Accounting— 
quickly,thoroughly—in 
spare time at home. 

You will see exactly how 
LaSalle’s famous ‘‘Prob- 
lem Method” works... 
how you are led step-by- 
step through actual ac- 
counting work—learning 
by doing and not by study 
of theory alone. First you 
tackle easy problems, then 
more difficult ones—until 
soon you master them all. 
And at every step you have 
the close personal guid- 
ance of LaSalle’s large 
staff of C.P.A. instructors 
and expert accountants. 


MAIL THE 
COUPON—NOW 


SEND FOR FREE BOOK 


CHARTER MEMBER OF THE 
NATIONAL HOME STUDY COUNCIL 





LaSalle Extension University 
A Correspongence Institution 
Dept. 10378H 417 S. Dearborn St., Chicago 5, Ill. 


Please send me, free of all cost or obligation. your illustrated 
book, “Accountancy, The Profession That Pays.” 
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U-BOAT ON OUR TAIL........... 000. caeee Captain Ebin McReady 
The tanker was alone, and the sub had her dead in her sights. 


THE SECRET MISSION OF MARCUS WHITMAN. Emile C. Schurmacher 
A desperate coast-to-coast trek to save Oregon. 


WE SMUGGLED IN 10 A-BOMBS...............ceees Gene Hackley 
« » « enough to cripple half California. 


WHITE SLAVE OF MELVILLE ISLAND.............. Horace Philipps 
He lived through a Stone Age nightmare. 


AMERICA'S 48-HOUR WAR............ 2... ccc ceee B. W. von Block 
The campaign nobody remembers. 
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QUEEN OF NEW ORLEANS' VICE......... laecte re raiece Richard Carter 
Her bordello was built by the city's most prominent men. 


THE GENERAL WHO GOT AWAY WITH MURDER. William T. Hartnage 


Soldier, adulterer, con man, killer. 








WHO IS THE MASTER SPY?............cccccccscecs Allen Roberts 
He rules a network of 4,000 agents. 


FIVE DAYS WITH JUDY FOSTER........... A STAG Picture Feature 








SHOWDOWN IN HARRY'S POOLROOM.......... Herbert D. Kastle 
From the day Big Steve showed, the joint began to sour. 


22 












THE MAN WHO LIVED UNDERGROUND............ Richard Wright 28 


Terrifying novel of a hunted fall guy. 






ON THE STAG LINE...........cccccccscrcceees a'giv'e is ejeisieibicieio a 

STAG'S MEDICAL MEMO............cce cece cerenes Roger Stirling 8 
STAG CONFIDENTIAL ..... sivieisjsia!vie\Aroies stearate stl AR esa 
STAG AT THE WHEEL.................. Rerexore sisletspalaists wisocvia sale 
OUT OF THE STAG BAG... ...... eee e eee eeee 
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I Take OLD Bodies and 


Shi Slide 
Turn Out NEW. Ones: 


~ 
ae 

| i \ 

Check the Kind of NEW 

BODY You Want RIGHT IN 
THE COUPON BELOW ... and 

I'll PROVE How EASILY You 

Can Have I?! 


Ts no magician. Making healthy and 
handsome HE-MEN out of weak- 
lings—turning “skin and bones” or 
flabby fat into SOLID MUSCLE—is 































Holder of title 
“‘The World’s 
Most Perfectly De- 
veloped Man.’? 





ARE YOU: 


simply my job. But my secret does work like magic. It has Skinny, Weak and 
for thousands of fellows. And it will for YOU—no matter run down? 
how old or how young you are, and no matter how Always tired? 
ashamed of your present physical condition you may be! Nervous? 

Do you want broader shoulders—a magnificent “bar- Constipated? 


rel” chest—trim tapering waist and hips—more powerful 
arms and legs—a mid-section lined with solid-as-steel 
muscle? It’s all waiting for you. Just check what 
you want—RIGHT IN THE COUPON BELOW. Ill 
PROVE I can give it to you in just 15 mintues a 
day—right in the privacy of your own room— 
or it won't cost you a penny! 


Fat and flabby? 
Want to lose or 
gain weight? 
WHAT TO DO 


ABOUT IT is told 
in my FREE BOOK 

















FREE.” 32-Page 
Book is Yours 
Not $1.00 or 10¢—But FREE 


SEND NOW for my famous 
book, “Everlasting Health and- 
Strength,” 32 pages, packed 
with actual photographs and 
valuable advice. Shows what 
“Dynamic Tension” has done 
for others. Page by page it 
shows what I can do for YOU. 
Just glancing through it may 
mean the turning point in 
your life—and it’s yours abso- 
lutely FREE! Check the kind 
of body YOU want in coupon 
below. Z 


, Dept. ’ 
14010, 115 rit 
as rd Rag 
St., N.Y. seg 
10, ‘N.Y. ie 





My Secret Works Wonders 
—in Just 15 Minutes A Day 

You wouldn’t believe it but I myself used to be a 
97-lb. weakling. Fellows called me “SKINNY.” Girls 
made fun of me behind my back. Then I discovered my 
remarkable muscle-building secret-—“Dynamic Tension.” 
It turned me into such a complete specimen of MAN- 
HOOD that today I hold the title “THE WORLD’S MOST 
PERFECTLY DEVELOPED MAN.” 


That’s how I traded in my “bag of bones” for a barrel 
of muscle! And I felt so much better, so much on top of 
the world in my big, new, husky body, that I decided to 
devote my whole life to helping other fellows change 
themselves into “perfectly developed men.” 


“Dynamic Tension” Works Fast! 

My secret—‘Dynamic Tension”’—will turn the trick 
for you FAST. It’s the NATURAL easy method you can 
practice right in the privacy of your own room—JUST 
15 MINUTES EACH DAY—while you build up SOLID 
MUSCLE in all of the RIGHT PLACES—melt off un- 
healthy flab and fat—gain the kind of handsome and 
healthy build that women admire and men respect. 

I give you no gadgets or contraptions. When you de- 
velop your strength through “Dynamic Tension,’ you 
can laugh at artificial muscle-makers. You simply use | 
the SLEEPING muscle-power in your 
own body almost unconsciously every 
minute of the day—walking, bend- 
ing over. And you'll be y 
using the method 
many great ath- 
mletes use for 
KEEPING in con- ™ 
dition—in boxing,  foot- 
ball and every other sport. L. Gbetter Sleep, More Energy Cun ga ere Neo Rr ee a Se Stateciocsacn 























Prize Trophy 
Given Away 


Be the envy of friends! 
Win handsome trophy, 
over 11 ft. high! poe 


ay 9 115 Ea wc d St., 
CHARLES ATLAS, DEPT. 14010 ie York 10, NY. 


Dear Charles Clas: heres the kind of 
Body f Want: Send me absolutely FREE a copy of your fa- 


(Check as many as you like) = mous “Everlasting Health and Strength’’—32 
wee ee with phovogranie ae u 

. re vital health questions, and valuable advice. 
()More Weight — Solid —in the understand this book is mine to keep and send- 
Right Places ing for it does not obligate me in any way. 


(Broader Chest and Shoulders 

































Ag 
(More Powerful Arms and Grip (Please print or write plainly) 


Slimmer Waist and Hips 
| i . RUSTE SE ecerylecd race: 9! ~ ais osareiala ai eenbalp ie otedetolacels iain nas 


Letmemake 


oS oe 


(i More Powerful Leg Muscles 
you prou 
ofyourbuild 
in swim 
trunks. 





The medical missionary was reading 
quietly by the light of an oil lamp in 

the warm kitchen of his snowbound 
house. Under the cover of a late November 
night, a pack of Cayuse Indians crept up te 
the building. At a prearranged signal—a sim- 
ulated wolf’s howl—they crashed through the 
never-locked door. Dr. Whitman and his wife 
Narcissa were butchered in a matter of sec- 
onds, then the band of kill-crazy Indians went 
after the rest of the white settlers at Waiilat- 
pui, Oregon. 

The uprising, led by a half-breed named 
Joe Lewis, was finally quelled, but it had cost 
the life of one of the best friends the Indians 
ever had. For Marcus Whitman had spent the 
last 11 years of his life taking care of them 
whenever they ran into trouble. 

In fact, Whitman was one of the best 
friends the United States had ever had. Six- 
teen months before he was massacred, he 
took a fantastic trek that resulted in Oregon 
becoming part of this country. You can read 
the recreated 4,400-mile, coast-to-coast ad- 
venture in “The Se- 


cret Mission of Mar- 
99 


cus Whitman,’’ on 
page 16. 
et 


In a glass case in 
the Armed Forces 
Medical Museum at 
Arlington, you can 
see the severed leg of 
a Civil War general. 
It is also the ampu- 
tated limb of one of 
the greatest hell-rais- 
ers of all time. The 
leg was lost at Gettys- 
burg, and, some 40 
years later, the rest of 
General Daniel Edgar 
Sickles was carried 
up Fifth Avenue in 


one of New York’s most solemn processions. 

Sickles rocketed across the country’s head- 
lines in a prudish era when the white meat of 
chicken was referred to as the “chest,” and 
piano legs were modestly draped in panta- 
lettes. Yet this fabulous character kept dozens 
of mistresses—openly; beat Jay Gould on his 
home court, Wall Street; ran through count- 
less fortunes; swindled his way over two con- 
tinents; and even killed his wife’s lover. For 
the full story of this incredible con man, read 
“The General Who Got Away With Murder,” 
on page 32. 


* * * 


If Dan Sickles seems like a phony to beat 
all phonies, you haven’t seen anything until 
you get next month’s issue of STAG. You'll 
find it hard to believe the story of Ivar 
Kreuger, “The World’s Greatest Swindler.” 
The way this boy operated, when he finally 
cashed in his chips, he set off an epidemic of 
people jumping out of windows. 


* * * 


And, to get around to the women who set 
this country of ours spinning, wait till you 
meet Belle Boyd—“Dixie’s Passionate Spy.” 
She’s coming up in the same package next 
month with Kreuger. She’s a little number 
who turned a terrific assortment of curves 
into a near-disaster for the Union Army that 
was battling for its life in the 1860s. A couple 
of more Confederate girls like Belle, and the 
South would have rewritten the history of the 
Civil War. oo4¢ 





THOUSANDS NOW PLAY 
Who Never Thought 
They Could! 


Mother Fulfilis 
Desire 


“After I had been 
married 13 years I 
saw my chance to 
fulfill my desire to 
play piano. In a few . 
weeks I could play 
pieces a friend couldn’t who 
took lessons for 3 years from a 
teacher.’’—Mrs, J. L. Newton, 
Louisville. Ky. 


How Famous 
Orchestra Leader 
Got His Start 
“I got my start 

in music with your 
Course. How easy it 


3 AS is to learn to read 

= notes and play this 
‘teach-yourself’ way! You did 
so much for me, I’ve enrolled 
my two daughters.”—Lawrence 
Welk. 


Amazes 
Friends 
“In a few weeks 
I could play sey- 
eral pieces. Every- 
one was amazed, 
especially friends " # 
who had had les- <~~ om 
sons for years and whom it took 
6 months to a year to play 
simple pieces.”—Mrs. J. P. 
Perry, Princeton, W. Va. 





GEE! \t MUST HAVE 
TAKEN YEARS TO 
LEARN TO PLAY 


ANY INSTRUMENT 


EVEN IF YOU DON’T KNOW 
A SINGLE NOTE OF MUSIC NOW! 


Yes, it’s TRUE! In just a few weeks, you 
can be playing REAL MUSIC on your 
favorite instrument. Not by just a “trick” 
method that merely seems to teach you 
music. But really reading and playing 
actual sheet music—so easily and confi- 
dently that your friends will suspect that 
you've actually “known how” for years! 








O TEDIOUS PRACTICING OF BORING 

SCALES AND EXERCISES REQUIRED. 
Even if you don’t know a single note now, 
you'll “start right in on pieces.” This builds 
up your skill and confidence so rapidly that 
soon you'll be able to play ALL your favorite 
songs and compositions by note. It’s all so 
clearly explained—so EASY to understand— 
that even children “catch on” at once. 


No Special "Talent" Needed 


No wonder OVER 900,000 PEOPLE all over 
the world have turned to the U. S. School of 
Music method to make their dreams of play- 
ing music come true! No special “talent” is 
needed. And you learn right at home, in the 
spare time of YOUR OWN CHOOSING—free 
from the rigid schedule imposed by a teacher. 
Costs only a few cents per lesson, including 
sheet music. 


Stop Cheating Yourself of These Joys! 


Why not let this famous home-study 
method bring the many pleasures of music 
into YOUR life? Popularity! New friends. 
Gay parties. Good times. Career. Extra 
money . .. Understand, appreciate, converse 
about music. Learn lives and compositions of 
modern and great masters. .. . Relax! Banish 
worries and frustrations. Satisfy self-expres- 
sion, creative urge. Gain self-confidence. 


NOTAT ALL! \ DIDNT KNOW 






A NOTE. YET | STARTED 
PLAYING WHOLE PIECES 










Let us SHOW you why our way 
to learn music is so EASY—and 
so much fun! See for yourself 
why our method has been so suc- 
cessful for 58 years. Mail the coupon below for 
our valuable 36-page FREE BOOK. No obliga- 
tion; no salesman will cail on you. It can mean 
so much to you for the rest of RCS entire life— 
if you will mail the coupon TODAY! U. S. Schoo! 
of Music, Studio 910, Port Washington, N. Y. 
(Special Reduced Prices on instruments.) 


[-------—---— 


. S. School of Music 
| studio 910, Port Washington, N. Y. : 


I am interested in learning to play, particularly the 
instrument checked below. Please send me your free illus- 
trated booklet, ‘How to Learn Music at Home.’’ NO 
SALESMAN IS TO CALL UPON ME. 


OPiano OPipe, Hammond, (Piccolo 
Guitar — Reed Organ Modern 
l © Stee! Guitar O Tenor Banjo Elementary | 
OO Vielin = () Ukulele Harmony 
H Piano Accordion {)Clarinet O Mandolin 
Saxephone () Trombone O Practical Finger 
C)Trumpet, Cornet () Flute Control 
| Do you have the instrument? ........... | 
Mr. i 
| MTS. f ccccascccccccenreceesesccnessenceesessnesncsene 
Miss (Please Print Carefully) | 
j PR COTCSE wc wc 5 sivicie win <n s'c lo acicislb viseiulnis'cinla sia vice sinc siuvieye 


ty 
(Insert Zone Number, If Any) 
NOTE: If you are under 18 years of age parent must sign | 


ba Bee See cS SOOL enue Rin saunas Goanaanbes: 
(ees ee es es es we 








_ thing wrong with his speech organs but 
_ rather a personality defect, contends a 
_ prominent — psychiatrist. "The three 
functions of speech are to express 

emotions, adjust to other people and 
convey ideas. Stuttering appears when 
there’s an underlying emotional diffi- 
__ culty, blocking a man’s ability to ad- 
_ just to others, or an anxiety arising 
from meeting tough situations. Usual- 
ly, the stutterer can talk to himself, to 
animals and often to close friends but 
under circumstances where fear 
and anxiety are aroused. Except ina 
few cases, there’s no positive proof 
that stuttering is due to nervous or 
physical deformities nor to the fact 






























te with his right hand. Treatment 
ne adults oe in ie per cn 

onality, not only the or- 
t build up his confidence, 
‘© understand himself and 
r pele without tension. 


and occasionally fatal one : 
malady called Q-fever is contacted by 
haered dust contaminated by diseased 


, all Seventh Day Ad- 


e ST-ST-STUT ‘TER— Why does 5 man 4 
- stutter? It’s not because there’s some- _ 


t a left-handed child was forced to — 


jlunteer to be exposed to 


incubation period, will prevent Q- 
fever. 


HAVE A CHAW—With all the 


dire warnings we’ve had about ciga- 
rette smoking, what about chewing to- 





bacco? So little is known about its 
physiological effects that three Cin- 
cinnati scientists recently made a study 
of 25 habitual chewers. What the doc- 
tors found was that skin-temperature 
changes were about the same as those 
observed with cigarette smoking. In all 
the men tested, chewing tobacco did 
cause a rise in blood pressure and 
pulse rate. Thus far, apparently, no 
one knows if chewing tobacco will 
eventually bring on lung cancer. 


WAR ON LEPROSY—There are 
some 20,000,000 victims of leprosy in 
the world today, and the number of 
known cases is increasing. That’s sup- 
posed to be good news, because it 
means that lepers are coming forward 
to be treated, instead of feeling like 
pariahs. Recovery from the dread ail- 
ment has become increasingly common 
in recent years, chiefly due to the 
widespread use of sulfone drugs. 
Thousands of arrested and noncon- 
tagious cases are returning to a normal 
life. Actually, contends a French au- 
thority, lepers are less contagious and 
‘less dangerous than men suffering from 
tuberculosis. 


___ has increased in recent years, chiefly be- ae 
Cause more people are better prepared 
to undergo an operation, the chances — 


_ have gone way up. That’s because sur-— 


IN BRIEF—Vear_ fe yer 


the hospital’s own soap revealed 3,500,- 


: ale & extensive research. 


by Roger Stirling 


‘HEART STOPPAGE—The greatest 


le cause of death during surgery is 


- sudden unexplained heart stoppage or — | 


“cardiac arrest.” While its occurrence — 





of survival from this heart stoppage 


geons now diagnose and treat the con- 
dition immediately, according to Har- — 
vard doctors who’ve made a study of 
cardiac arrest cases. Today, quick — 
treatment consists of opening the chest 
wall, the heart by hand, 
giving artificial respiration with ove es 
and using the latest drugs. The doctors 
also found that men in poor physical 
condition have a far greater chance of 
corners ee ee on the op- 
erating table. t patients nowadays 
have § a: 50-50 chance of ‘survival. 
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men are becoming addicted 
tives simply because they don’t 
the time to form normal bowel habits 
warns a Sap faerie 


000 oes pe co centimeter. 





. . . Young men attempt suicide be- 
cause of marital, financial or family 
troubles more often than older men. 
Older people try suicide mainly be- 
cause of actual brain disease or mental 
disturbance, St. Louis doctors see 





How’s your 


BATTING AVERAGE 


with the boss? 





Are you still making a hit? Are you up for the job 
ahead? Here’s a sure way to score in any league! 


If your boss is like most, he’s casting his critical eye 
on everybody these days. He wants to know how you 
stack up. Are you making good—or marking time? 
When the changes come, will you go up—or out? 

This is no time for casual resolve. What you plan 
to do six months from now may be too late. You’ve 
got to prove your worth—NOW! 


3 FREE BOOK 


For Real Job Security —Get an I. C. S. Diploma 


INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS 


BOX 85365H. SCRANTON 9, PENNA. 


FOR REAL JOB SECURITY—GET 1.C.S. TRAINING 


The quickest, surest way to impress your boss is to 
show him that you’re better equipped than the next 
guy. And here’s where I. C. S. can go to bat for you! 

I.C.S. training is approved training! Leading 
companies know it—and use it! At your request, 
your boss will get regular reports of your progress 
with I. C.S. More important, he’ll notice the imme- 
diate improvement in your work. 


LEARN IN YOUR SPARE TIME—SET YOUR OWN PACE 


1.C.S. instruction is personalized instruction. No 
interference with other activities. No slow classmates 
to hold up your progress. You forge ahead as rapidly 
as your time and ability permit! 

I.C.S. Courses are practical, up-to-the-minute. 
What you learn one night, you apply the next day. 
You get bedrock facts and theories plus everyday 
know-how. Graduates get the famous I. C.S. diploma 
—recognized everywhere. “I got a break over more 


experienced fellows because of my I.C.S. training,” 
says M. A. D., Suncock, N. H. 


QUICK WAY TO TEST YOUR EXECUTIVE ABILITY 


Successful men know how to make decisions. Don’t 
put it off! Mail the coupon today! 


Free, illustrated catalog outlining opportunities in the field that interests you. Also 36-page, pocket-size guide to 
advancement, “‘How to Succeed,” a gold mine of helpful tips. Also, free sample lesson (Math). 


Member, National — 
Home Study Council 


65iE 


I. C. S., Seranton 9, Penna. 


(Partial list of 256 courses) 


Without cost or obligation, send me “HOW to SUCCEED” and the opportunity booklet about the field BEFORE which | have marked X (plus sample lesson) : 


ARCHITECTURE 
and BUILDING 
CONSTRUCTION 

D Air Conditioning—Refrig. 

D Architecture 

O Architectural Interiors 

O Building Contractor 

O Building Estimator 

O Building Maintenance 

O Carpentry and Mill Work 

O Heating 

O Painting Contractor 

O Plumbing 

O Reading Arch. Blueprints 


ART 
0 Cartooning 


AVIATION 
O Aeronautical Engineering Jr. 
O Aircraft & Engine Mechanic 
BUSINESS 
D Advertising 


D Business Administration 

O Business Correspondence 
O Public Accounting 

O Creative Salesmanship 

O Federal Tax 

© Letter-writing Improvement 
O Office Management 

O Professional Secretary 


O Sales Management _ 

O Commercial Art a rate Melaeot 

O Fashion Illustrating CHEMISTRY 

O Magazine lilustrating C Analytical Chemist 

© Show Card and Sign Lettering — Chemical Engineering 

D Sketching and Painting [l Cheni.!Lab. Technician 
AUTOMOTIVE © General Chemistry 

OD Auto Body Rebuilding O Natural Gas Prod. & Trans. 

D Auto Elec. Technician O Petroleum Engineering 

DC Auto-Engine Tune Up 


O Plastics 5 
1 Automobile Mechanic CO Pulp and Paper Making 


Estimating 


O Lineman 


CIVIL, STRUCTURAL 
ENGINEERING 

O Civil Engineering 

© Construction Engineering 

CO Highway Engineering — 

C Bookkeeping and Accounting O) Reading Struct. Blueprints 

O Sanitary Engineering 

O Structural Engineering 

O Surveying and Mapping 
DRAFTING 

O Aircraft Drafting 

O Architectural Drafting 

O Electrical Drafting 

O Mechanical Drafting 


O Retail Business Management () Mine Surveying and Mapping O Machine Shop Inspection 


OD Plumbing Drawing and 


OD Structural Drafting 
ELECTRICAL 

D Electrical Engineering 

O Electrical Maintenance 

O Electrician 1 Contracting 


HIGH SCHOOL 
O Commercial 1) Good English ( Practical Radio TV Eng’r'ng 
D High School Subjects 
0 Mathematics 


LEADERSHIP O Television Technician 

O Foremanship RAILROAD 

D Industrial Supervision D Air Brake Equipment 

O Leadership and Organization ( Car Inspector 

C Personnel-Labor Relations ( Diesel Engineer & Fireman 
MECHANICAL O Section Foreman 
AND SHOP STEAM AND 

O Gas—Electric Welding DIESEL POWER 

O Heat Treatment CD) Metallurgy () Combustion Engineering 

O Industrial Engineering O Diesel—Elec. ( Diesel Eng’s 

O Industrial Instrumentation (© Electric Light and Power 

O Industrial Supervision O Stationary Fireman 

O Internal Combustion Engines CO Stationary Steam Engineering 

O Machine Design-Drafting TEXTILE 

O Carding and Spinning 

O Cotton, Rayon, Woolen Mfg. 

O Finishing and Dyeing 

O Loom Fixi’g D Textile Des'ing 

O Textile Eng’r’'g O Throwing 

O Warping and Weaving 

OC Sheet Metal Worker : MISCELLANEOUS 

D Tool Design (© Toolmaking (4 Domestic Refrigeration 
RADIO, TELEVISION ( Marine Engineering 

D Industrial Electronics O Ocean Navigation 

O Professional Engineering 

O Short Story Writing 

O Telephony 


O Machine Shop Practice 
D Mechanical Engineering 
O Quality Control 

O Reading Shop Blueprints 
O Refrigeration 


O Radio and TV Servicing 
0) Radio Operating 


Nine Sa ee ee ae ome Address. 


Citys ee es ONO State. 


Working Hours A.M. to P.M. 


Canadian residents send coupon to International Correspondence Schools, Canadian, Ltd., 


Occupation. 


Montreal, Canada. . . . Special tuition rates to members of the U..S. Armed Forces. 
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Learn at Home searc rime 


Want better pay, 
steady work and 
a way to make 

extra money? | 


to Fix 






IN YOUR 


Electrical Appliances 


To build a better future, get into a field where 
there’s much important work and the security that 
comes from knowing a good trade. Servicing elec- 
trical appliances offers that OPPORTUNITY. 
Every wired home has an average of 8 electrical 
appliances. Up to 10 million new appliances are 
sold every year and owners pay well to keep them 
in repair. That’s making a fast-growing need for 
trained men. 


Start Soon te Earn $3, $4, $5 an Hour 
: Extra in Your Spare Time 


Start soon to fix electric toasters, clocks, fans, vac- 
uum cleaners and other appliances for neighbors 
and friends. Work in your basement, garage or 
spare room. Pick up $3 to $5 an hour extra that way. 
It’s easy to increase your earning power—to pay 
for this training many times over with your spare 
time earnings. 


Learn and Earn with Multi-Use Tester 


Built with Parts We Send 


This course includes the parts to build a portable, 
sturdy Appliance Tester that helps you locate elec- 
trical defects quickly and easily. You use it to 
learn and do actual electrical appliance repair 


jobs. If you want better pay, learn this good trade. 
No need to give up your present job. You can train 
at home in your spare time for only $2.50 down and 
$5.00 a month. A small price to pay for increased 
earnings, a more secure future. Paste coupon be- 
low on a 2¢ postal or mail in envelope for free book 
and sample lesson. Address National Radio Insti- 
tute, Dept. GIK6, Washington 9, D. C. 





2c TO MAIL THIS 
COUPON MAY START | 
YOU TO SUCCESS 


LESSON AND BOOK 
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NATIONAL RADIO INSTITUTE | 
| Dept. G1K6, Washington 9, D. C. 

Please send me Electric Appliance Training lesson and book free. | 
| (No salesman will call.) 
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QUEEN of 
NEW ORLEANS’ VICE «* 


by RICHARD CARTER 

















The maid opened the mahogany door of 40 Basin 
Street to the young man in immaculate evening 
clothes. 

“Tm Reynald Winter,” he announced somewhat thickly. 

The servant had been expecting him and admitted him 
promptly. But, when she saw how unsteady he was, she 
ushered him into a small, seldom-used sitting room. 

In a minute or two he was joined by the beautiful Kate 
Townsend. The young madam’s figure was more ravishing 
than he had dreamed and her face was a heart-shaped 
vision of innocence. 

Reynald lolled in his chair and devoured the girl with 
his eyes. 

“You are not wanted here, sir,” she said. 

His jaw dropped. 

“You are not wanted here,” she said evenly, “because 
you are not a gentleman. You fail to rise when a lady en- 
ters the room. Furthermore, you are intoxicated. You were 


CONTINUED ON NEXT PAGE 


It was the most elegant 
bordello in the United States — 
naid for and erected by 
the most prominent 
citizens in town. 





ILLUSTRATED BY BOB MAGUIRE 





Half a dozen gibbering tarts rushed at Kate and tore off her clothes. 


QUEEN OF NEW ORLEANS’ VICE continued 


mistaken to come here. You would be wise to leave the premises now.” 

The youngster scrambled to his feet. “I came all the way from 
Chicago just to see you,” he said. Her perfume was dizzying. “Come on 
and be nice,” he said. He reached out and touched her. She smashed 
him in the mouth and he fell over backwards and lay in a heap on the 
floor. 

Kate Townsend called her maid: “Illyria! Fetch Susie to help you 
conduct this scum out of here at once!” She then glided back to her 
own apartment, where a cold bottle of champagne and a warm planta- 
tion owner were awaiting her attention. 

She called herself Kate Townsend, but that was not her real name. 
She was known’as a madam, but she was a super-madam and, for more 





She was slugged bloody and then tossed half-conscious into an alley. 


than 10 years, the resort over which she presided was a super-brothel, 
the most luxurious and elegant in the history of our country. 

Kate Townsend had a 40-inch bosom, a delicate waist, the face of a 
tempted virgin, the bearing of an empress and the instincts of a sewer 
rat. She carried a knockout wallop in her right fist and did not hesitate 
to use it on any man who dared utter an obscene syllable in her pres- 
ence—unless he happened to be paying $50 an hour for the privilege of 
familiarity. At that price, her companionship and make-believe passion 
were considered a bargain by men of wealth and influence throughout 
the United States and Europe. Merchants, traders, bankers, politicians, 
diplomats and royalty made excuses to come to New Orleans “on busi- 
ness” so they could seek her favors. (Continued on page 62) 





We ducked down, rowing from a kneeling position, but still the sub wouldn’t let up. She kept pouring rounds into the tanker. 





The lifeboat was still being 
lowered into the water when the sub 
surfaced, all guns blasting. 


by CAPT. EBIN McREADY 


The U-boat spread its pattern of fire, closing from 
Ea the starboard quarter. One incendiary shell cut 
a through the feed line to the galley range, killing 
the cook. Oil from the deck tank fed the flames, and the 
adjacent compartment, under the four-inch gun, became an 
inferno. I telegraphed, “Stop!” on the engine order. 

“No. 2 boat’s hit!” A. B. Buzzara yelled from the wing- 
tip. “The radio shack’s on fire—” 

First Officer Billy Schleutter raced to the bridge and I 
told him to send distress signals. If Sparks was dead, 
Schleutter was to try to set the auto alarm. Shrapnel killed 
him as he ran. The same burst took Buzzara’s life and 
wounded me. The concussion slammed me across the bridge 
against the port bulkhead. Helmsman Gavin Luorney 
crawled through the debris and helped me to my feet— 
one foot; my right was a hot sieve of shrapnel. 

“General alarm!” I told him. I pulled myself onto the 
wingtip. It was no use now; I knew it. Luorney reported 
that three shells had struck the stern; steerage was gone; 
I ordered “Abandon ship,” crawling with Luorney to the 
boat deck. Over the tanker’s stern, the moon was red— 
blood red like a bloated tick, (Continued on page 50) 





I was unconscious most of the time we floated south. Another 
man fired the flares that brought the Mail liner to our rescue. 


the secret mission 
of Marcus Whitman 





There must have been a touch of madness about the 


buckskin-suited doctor. For no one in his 
right mind would have tried to do what 


he did—not even to save Oregon. 


Smashing the ice ahead with a stripped sapling, Dr. 
Whitman whipped his horse across the frozen river. 


ILLUSTRATED BY TOM RYAN 








The three tired-eyed riders in buckskin were south of 
the Uinta Mountains, heading for Taos on that winter 
2 day in 1842 when they came to a halt on the icy shore 
of the Green River. : 

The Mexican guide, Henriques, took a good long look across, 
a shorter one up river and down. Turning in his saddle he 
shrugged his shoulders. 

“Tt is not possible to go on, sevores,” he said gloomily. “As 
you can see, the river is a raging torrent with much thin ice 
extending from either shore. Madre de Dios, but it is signing 
one’s death warrant to attempt to cross.” 

His two companions, Dr. Marcus Whitman and General 
Amos Lovejoy, stared at the river grimly. They had spent 
weeks in the saddle facing and conquering many dangers as 
they blazed their own trail from Fort Walla Walla in the 
Oregon Country. They still had thousands of miles to travel on 
their urgent, desperate mission. All the way east to Washing- 
ton, D. C., to plead with President Tyler to save the Oregon 
Country for the United States. And now 600 yards of ice and 
water were barring their way. 

Dismounting from his horse, Whitman cut a willow sapling 
about 10 feet in length and methodically went about trimming 
it to a slender pole. 

“What’s that for?” Lovejoy asked at length. 

“JT cannot turn back,’ Whitman answered with. quiet de- 
termination. “Far too much is at stake. If I make it, you can 
follow or not as you wish.” 

Remounting, he spurred his horse forward, holding the 
willow pole lance-like under an arm. The animal walked 
gingerly down the bank, coming to a balky stop. Whitman 
vainly tried to coax him on. 

“It is of no use, patrén,” Henriques called out in warning. 
“Better to come back!” 

Ignoring the warning, Whitman suddenly applied his spurs 
hard. His startled horse reared beneath (Continued on page 66) 





In four days from the time we crossed the Mexican border, we 
unloaded enough destruction to wipe California off the map. 


by GENE HACKLEY 
How safe are you from an A-bomb? Do you 
think the blood-chilling wail of an air raid 
siren will give you ample warning? Are you 
counting on the aircraft spotter in the church steeple 
to tip you off? Are you depending on supersonic jet 
interceptors to protect you? 

Well, don’t look right now, pal, but there may be 
a baby A-bomb tucked away in that Gladstone bag 
next to yours on the railroad station luggage rack. 
Or maybe hidden in the broom closet at the plant 
where you work. Perhaps even in the church where 
you worship. 

It’s just that easy to conceal an A-bomb which can 
be detonated by remote control at an enemy agent’s 
convenience. Fantastic? Don’t kid yourself. The FBI, 
the military services and Civil Defense agencies are 
fully aware of the danger from these suitcase A- 
bombs and they’re on the lookout for them all the 
time, but spotting them is a tough and sometimes im- 
possible job. 

You can take it from me that I know what I’m 
talking about. I smuggled 10 of these tiny A-bombs 
into the U.S. from Mexico, and cached them in some 
of the most vulnerable spots in California. 

If I were an enemy agent and you lived in Cali- 
fornia, it would be too late to worry about these ter- 
rifying devices. If you weren’t already dead, chances 
are you’d be horribly burned or fleeing for your life. 

But if everything went according to plan, escape 
into the deserts or mountains wouldn’t be easy. The 
Golden Gate Bridge and the Oakland-Bay Bridge 
would be tangled webs of twisted steel. And the in- 
tricate Los Angeles Freeway system—the main es- 
cape route out of California’s largest city—would be 
hopelessly blocked. 

Two huge dams that supply water and power to 
most of California would be destroyed. Most of the 
nation’s aircraft manufacturing plants would be 
heaps of smoldering rubble. Los Angeles and San 
Francisco would be in flames, thousands would lie 
dead in the streets and the living would be stalked by 
disease, hunger, thirst and terror. 


The West Coast would be wide open for a follow- 
up body blow from rocket-launching subs or inter- 
continental bombers. 

However, I’m not an enemy agent. I’m a news- 
paper photographer for the Los Angeles Mirror-News, 
but I know what pushovers we are for sabotage and 
I have the pictures to prove it. 

In four days, reporter Sid Hughes and I drove 
2,000 miles and cached 10 mock A-bombs where they 
would do an enemy the most good. Each bomb packed 
a theorectical wallop of 20,000 pounds of TNT. Each 
bomb had a destructive radius of two miles. 

The dummy bombs that we smuggled into the U.S. 
weren’t something we dreamed up in a saloon. They 
were carefully machined to FBI specifications and 
lookéd deadly enough to be the real McCoy. 

According to the FBI, a miniature A-bomb can be 
housed in a steel tube two and a half feet long. The 
fissionable material can either be processed uranium 
or plutonium or both and the tube can be coated with 
lead to prevent detection by Geiger counters. 

We were told that all the bombs could be deto- 
nated at the same time by short wave radio. 

Two hundred thousands pounds of TNT explod- 
ing all at once would raise quite a bit of hell, es- 
pecially when it’s been carefully stashed around 
power plants, dams, harbors, and transportation 
arteries. 

A suitcase A-bomb can weigh considerably less 
than 100 pounds and it can be neatly tucked away 
in a golf bag, a trunk, a suitcase, or in a curtain-rod 
carton. 

We didn’t have these “bombs” made and then 
plant them throughout the state just to scare people. 
It was the purpose of the editors of the Mirror-News 
to point out the vulnerability of the nation to such 
bombs. 

Every bomb was placed in a vital spot to highlight 
the need for tighter security measures and to stimu- 
late lagging Civil Defense preparations. And they 
did the job. 

It was shortly after dawn that Sid and I loaded 


CONTINUED ON PAGE 20 


Carrying the bombs openly in the back seat, we set 
out. I hid one carefully on the Golden Gate Bridge. 
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WE SMUGGLED IN 10 A-BOMBS continued 


the 10 “bombs” into the trunk of our car and headed for 
Mexico. We crossed over into Tijuana with hardly a “Good 
morning” from the patrol. 

We stayed in Mexico long enough to take the bombs 
from the trunk and put them on the back seat in full 
view. We wanted to make things as easy as we could for 
the border inspectors. 

It was 9:30 a.m. when we were stopped for inspection 
and it was a typical weekday morning. Quiet as hell. The 
inspector strolled out of his office and gave us the once over. 

He grunted to Sid, “Where were you born?” 

“England,” the reporter replied, and then produced his 
naturalization papers. When I told the inspector I was 
from Missouri he wisecracked, “Oh, another foreigner,” 
and laughed like a madman at his own joke. 

I played the bumpkin tourist and asked if I could take a 
picture of him inspecting our car. He said, ‘Sure. Send 
me a copy, will you?” 

But I never had the heart to do it. 

He gave our car a routine inspection and never once 
asked about the stack of steel cylinders on the back seat. 
They could have been loaded with heroin or uranium—it 
made no difference. 

When he thumbed us on through, Sid slipped the car 
into gear and we took off, satisfied that we had hurdled the 
first obstacle in our path of terror and destruction. 

I get the jitters every time I think about that crossing. 

If it was that easy for a couple of newspapermen to cross 
the border with not one but 10 bombs, it would have been a 
lead-pipe cinch for a trained saboteur. 

I suppose if I had told the inspector we had enough A- 
bombs on the back seat to blow the bottom out of the State 
of California he would have told us: 





“You guys from Missouri are great kidders. But I get it 
all the time. On your way.” 

Our first stop was Parker Dam on the Colorado River. 
A six-hour drive took us to the mammoth dam that sup- 
plies water and electric power for most of the cities in 
Southern California. We glided into a parking lot on the 
face of the huge dam and Sid slid the first bomb from the 
stack. 

The only other person we could see were a couple of 
workmen about a half-mile away. Sid walked over to a 
towering column and while he tucked the bomb into a 
crevice I snapped his picture. 

Just as I tripped the shutter on my Rollei someone 


_yelled, “Hey, what are you doin’ here with that camera?” 


I jumped like a guy caught setting fire to an orphanage 
and whirled to face a grizzled old character who had been 
fishing on the other side of the column. 

“Don’t you guys know it’s against the law to take pic- 
tures out here?” Then he laughed and said, “You might 
be spies or somethin’.”’ 

We apologized for our ignorance and talked fishing with 
him for a while before we left. It was our first experience 
at sabotage and we damn near muffed it. 

Suppose he had been a guard? What would we have told 
him? What if he had seen Sid slip the mock bomb into the 
column? 

I preferred not to cross that bridge until I came to it. 
We still had nine more bombs to plant. 

After the Parker Dam cache we drove to Las Vegas, spent 
the night, and went on out to Hoover Dam the next morn- 
ing. As we approached, I could tell at a glance that this 
was going to be a tough one. = 

Here at the world’s tallest dam the place was crawling 


with security guards. There were literally scores of them. 
As we cruised toward the parking lot, Sid and I tried to 
figure out where the hell we could put the bomb without 
getting caught. We parked and sat in the car for a long 
time talking. 

Then Sid barked, “What the hell! Let’s have a go at it.” 
He tucked one of the dummy bombs under his topcoat and 
we strolled toward a rest room in a tower at the center of 
the dam. The guards didn’t pay a bit of attention to us. 

Inside the rest room we shoved it behind a cabinet and 
were patting ourselves on the back when a raspy voice 
echoed through the room: 

“Attention! Attention!” 

I suppose every guilty man feels the way I did then. I 
was sure the announcer was talking to me. 

The voice continued, ‘“Mr. So and So of Ipswich, Kan- 
sas, is the 5,000,000th person to visit Hoover Dam!” 

Sid and I got a chuckle out of that. If we had been enemy 
agents Mr. So and So would have been damn near the last 
visitor. 

When we left the rest room we saw a guard leaning 
against our car and I could feel that old-“I know what 
you’re doing” feeling drying out my throat. Was he curi- 
ous about the stack of “bombs” on the back seat? Was he 
waiting for us? 

But when he approached, he just smiled pleasantly, said 
something about the weather and walked away. 

Two down and eight to go. 

It was raining when we reached San Francisco and the 
city was shrouded in a swirling fog. We stopped for some- 
thing to eat and drove across the Golden Gate Bridge into 
Marin County. We parked beside a big sign that warned, 
“Military Reservation. No Tres- (Continued on page 72) 
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SHOWDOWN in 


by HERBERT D. KASTLE 


“Don’t call the cops, mister,” 
Dubrow said. “If you do 
that, I'll go to jail and 

you'll end up in the 

morgue. So don’t 


push me too far.” 


ILLUSTRATED BY 
RAY HOULIHAN 
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HARKY'S POOLROO 


I don’t play pool, but I still spend two 
>>> or three evenings a week, summer 
FICTION and winter, down at the New Lots 
Billiard Academy. My closest: friend, 
Harry Ross, owns the place, and we 
sit around in back and talk and watch television and 
play a hand or two of poker. Also, I know all the boys, 
except for a few young punks who started drifting in 
recently, and I feel at home there. Ruthie frowns on 
it, but she doesn’t squawk too much. Anyway, if she 
has something definite in mind—like visiting relatives 
or going to the movies—I’m always available. It ain’t 
like it was a bad habit; it ain’t a monkey on my back; 
not at all like it was with Freckles. 

Freckles’ real name was Walter Lubock, but no one 
ever called him by his real name. They probably 
wouldn’t have gotten an answer if they did. Ever since 
he was a baby, people had been calling him Freckles. 
And no wonder; he was covered with freckles—all 
sizes, shapes and shades—from head to toe. Why, the 
few times he went to the beach, he had people looking 
at him like he was some sort of freak. What I mean is, 
he had freckles. He had too (Continued on page 75) 








Days with Judy Foster 


Every working day, model Judy Foster faces the same problem: 


What to wear. But it’s a problem over which she has no control. 
CONTINUED ON NEXT PAGE 












For five days a week, she poses 
for the advertising photogra- 
phers in anything from a loosely 
draped sheet to a pair of tight- 
fitting slacks. We figured she 
was so sick of the subject, we 
never asked her what she wore, 
out of preference—on weekends. 





the man who lived 


He knew what would happen if | VE got to hide, he told himself. His chest heaved as he 


h left the stinkina dark waited crouching in a dark corner of the vestibule. He 
e ever le e stinking Garkness. was tired of running and dodging. Either he had to find a 


° es . place to hide, or he had to surrender. A police car swished 

Yet something kept driving him by through the rain, its siren rising sharply. They’re look- 
from the safety of the sewer. ing for me all over. .. . He crept to the door and squinted 
through the fogged plate-glass. He stiffened as the siren 

rose and died in the distance. Yes, he had to hide, but 


STAG where? He gritted his teeth. Then a sudden movement in 
P the street caught his attention. A throng of tiny columns of 
toto} Ga :fe} 1t} 





As his head was battered against a wall, 
he wondered if this was death. His fin- 
gers clawed desperately into a crevice. 


ILLUSTRATED BY SAMSON POLLEN 


UNGEFZrouN) yy cirri wien 


water snaked into the air from the perforations of a man- 
hole cover. The columns stopped abruptly, as though the 
perforations had become clogged; a grey spout of sewer 
water jutted up from underground and lifted the circular 
metal cover, juggled it for a moment, then let it fall with 
a clang. a2 

He hatched a tentative plan: he would wait until the 
siren sounded far off, then he would go out. He smoked 
and waited, tense. At last the siren gave him his signal; it 
wailed dying, going away from him. He stepped to the side- 


walk, then paused and looked curiously at the open man- 
hole, half expecting the cover to leap up again. He went to 
the center of the street and stooped and peered into the 
hole, but could see nothing. Water rustled in the black 
depths. 

He started with terror; the siren sounded so near that he 
had the idea that he had been dreaming and had awakened 
to find the car upon him. He dropped instinctively to his 
knees and his hands grasped the rim of the manhole. The 
siren seemed to hoot directly (Continued on page 84) 


Permission to reprint granted by Paul R. Reynolds and Son. 
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GROG SHOPPE 


SWITCH TO A NEW TAVERN if your bartender 
can't mix 50 drinks from memory . . . FRENCH 
CARS NOW COME WITH BUILT-IN CHAMPAGNE 
BUCKETS. ... 

One of the members of North Bergen, N.J., 
Alcoholic Beverage Control Board was named: 
MRS. TOM COLLINS . . . THE DRINKINGEST CITIES 
IN THIS COUNTRY WILL COME AS A SURPRISE: 

San Francisco is the leader, Sacramento is 
next and then comes Louisville, Kentucky. 
Oddly enough, NEW YORK DOESN'T MAKE THE 
FIRST 25. Least-drinking cities are Austin, 
Tex., and Charlotte, N.C. ... 

SOME LATE ENTRIES IN THE VODKA MIXED- 
DRINK PARADE: Vodka Bruce (vodka and whiskey 
served on the rocks) ; Apple knocker (vodka 
and apple juice) ; Vodka V-8 (Vodka and V-8 
juice.) STILL UNNAMED IS A DRINK INVOLVING 
VODKA AND CLAM CHOWDER. .... 

AN ITEM IN STAG CONFIDENTIAL, March, 1956, 
erroneously reported that Tempo Beer was a 
‘new, non-alcoholic beer, aimed at people 
who don't drink beer, and flavored with 
extract of fresh hops.’ The correct facts 
are theses TEMPO was not new when STAG pub- 
lished the item, having first been marketed 
by the Blatz Brewing Co. on Aug. 15, 1955. 
Secondly, Tempo Beer is not non-alcoholic. 
Its alcoholic content is 5% by volume. 
Third, Tempo Beer is not aimed at people who 
don't drink beer, but at people who don't 


30 like the harsh taste of many beers brewed in 





the conventional manner. Lastly, Tempo Beer 
is not flavored with extract of fresh hops 
but brewed with extract of fresh hops. ... 


A MAN'S JOB 


THE MONEY IS FLYING SO FAST that Los 
Angeles machinists are working 60 hours a 
week, ringing up $800/month. LA has its 
tongue hanging out for all sorts of skilled 
laborers ; some firms hold night and Saturday 
interviews so they can PIRATE GUYS WITH 
JOBS ELSEWHERE . . . HERE'S THE SAD NEWS ON 
VENEZUELA’ You can make more money than you 
can carry, but it costs a man, woman and 
child about $1000/month to live... TEACHING 
KEEPS GETTING SWEETER AND SWEETER. New York 
professors can now earn up to $8100/yr. ... 

That fantastic job project in the Arctic 
(Distant Early Warning) is top priority, 
rush-rush, just the way Thule AFB, Green- 


land, was, and that means WORKERS EARN 


POTLOADS OF MONEY ON IT IN OVERTIME. But 
"construction stiffs" up there report it's 
hairy-chested work. Half the time is spent 
bucking 20-knot winds at 20 below and 
fending off timber wolves. ... 

THE COUNTRY'S HOTTEST JOB TOWN will be 
Denver once Martin and Ramo-Woolridge set 
up their missile plants, start hiring. 
Now's the time to investigate, since housing 
is beginning to get tight and water supply 
TS “Limi teder. <6). 

NICKELO-GIGOLO IS A FULL-TIME JOB for 


MEN IN SPORTS 


the good-looking boys in Cuba. They hang 
around casinos, pull slot machine arms for 
dolis who are loaded, carry the money and 
meet the dames later... . 

Get your boss to look into General 
Electric's emergency loan program for 
employees. A jammed-up guy can BORROW UP TO 
$500 FROM THE FIRM IN AN EMERGENCY. ... 

TWO BIG JOB PROJECTS YOU OUGHT TO KNOW 
ABOUT: 1) Marquardt Aircraft Co. building a 
plant at Ogden, Utah, to produce and test 
ram-jet power plants. 2) Sperry Rand Corp. 
throwing up a plant at Phoenix, Ariz., for 
electronic missile work. ... 


MEN OUTDOORS 


RESPECT FOR THE TROUT KEEPS MULTIPLYING. 
A 200-pound bear was hauled out of a trout 
stream in New Jersey, coal black and DEAD OF 
TROUL: BITES, ° coe. 

Sneakiest fish cheaters are those who 
allow a guide to hook a fish for them, then 
take the rod from him, land the fish and 
count it as their own. .. Surprisingly 
enough, the zebra is one of the toughest 
animals in Africa to nail down and catch. 
They bring about $300 in the zoo market. ... 

_ THERE'S NO SUCH THING AS FINANCING A 
SAFARI WITH PIN MONEY. Safari-outfitters 
hold you up for $90/day for carriers, guides 
and camping equipment. You get a slight 
break when there are two of you. License to 
shoot rhino is relatively cheap ($42 in 





Kenya) but YOUR FIRST ELEPHANT WILL STAND 
YOU $210 and your second $280. ... 
STRANGEST HUNTING TRIP OF ALL is spon- 
sored by Bennett's Travel Bureau in N.Y. 
They'll let you shoot polar bears near the 
North Pole on a 10-day ship voyage. The 
price is $900 WHICH INCLUDES PASSAGE BACK 
FOR ONE DEAD POLAR BEAR FOR EACH HUNTER 


_ (you're guaranteed one such kill)... The 


guy is conning you if he says a skunk can't 
go to town when he's held by the tail. Just 
try it, brother. sa. 

INDIAN ELEPHANTS ARE DYING OF HEART 
ATTACKS... Trappers say the most impos- 
sible animal job of all is to try to set 
broken leg of a wounded big cat. The big cats 
love the taste of plaster, chew it away in 
minutes... If you want to build a fish pond 
on your land, DON'T JUST MOVE IN WITH A 
BULLDOZER AND START MOVING EARTH. The con- 
servation department of your state will be 
tickled to stock the pond with fish, give 
you advice. They'll get your pond to yield 
200 pounds of fish per acre. A trout pond, 
they'll point out, should be eight or nine 
feet deep, able to support underwater 
vegetation. Bass and bluegill ponds don't 
have to be that deep. MOST IMPORTANT 
ARTIFICIAL POND FACT: You've got to fisha 
pond regularly. Otherwise, it becomes over- 
populated and fish in turn become stunted 
- « » A FISHERMAN'S GUIDE TO BAD MANNERS: 
1) Always begin to fish upstream of the 
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— 


by 
WILLIAM 
T. HARTNAGE 


ILLUSTRATED BY RUDY BELARSKI 


Dan Sickles was in a blind rage. 
In his hand, he carried a Colt 
muzzle-loading revolver. In his 
coat pocket, there was a large-bore, single- 
shot derringer. In his heart, there was 


murder. 
As he rushed into Lafayette Square, a 


- pebble’s toss from the White House, he saw 


his man. With a roar that split the calm 


knew—from his wife to his 
mistresses; from the Chief of 


Staff to the President of the U. S. 


[e9 the General who 


GOT AWAY WITH MURDER 


Sunday quiet of the District of Columbia, 
he shouted: 

“Key, you dog! You are going to die!” 

With that, he aimed his gun point-blank 
at the startled young man, and fired. Philip 
Barton Key staggered, ran forward to 
grapple with his assailant and attempted 
to wrestle the Colt away. But Sickles had 
already reloaded and pulled the trigger 


CONTINUED ON PAGE 35 


He “took” everyone he ever 
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Though his most famous conquest was the queen of Spain, his other exploits included shooting his wife’s lover, 
nearly losing the battle of Gettysburg, hobnobbing with Presidents and wresting a railroad from Jay Gould. 


as 





again. The hammer clicked harmlessly as it fell on a dud. 

Quickly, Congressman Sickles yanked out the derringer, 
and, as Key cowered behind a tree, deliberately fired a 
shot into the groin of the terrified U.S. attorney. 

“You swine! You must die! Die! Die!” he screamed at 
the collapsing. figure. Then he ‘tossed aside his derringer, 
drew his Colt and blasted away again. 

Key screamed, clutched his belly, slumped into the gut- 
ter. Grimly as an executioner, Sickles reloaded and placed 
the barrel close to Key’s head. At that moment, a friend 
of the congressman dashed up, took his arm and, without 
a word, they walked away. 

The sensational murder on February 27, 1859, that was 
to be blazoned as “the Washington tragedy” on every 
front page in the nation, had some extraordinary facets. 
For one, the President of the United States went so far as 
to spirit an eyewitness out of town. James Buchanan, a 
close friend of Sickles, bribed the eyewitness—a White 
House page—with the gift of an expensive razor and pro- 
vided him with cash for traveling expenses. More remark- 
able was that the killer was a notorious lecher, a bucko 
who had committed adultery with countless men’s wives, 
yet he was to be acquitted of murdering the man who had 
been philandering with his own spouse. 

Only a phenomenal character like the Honorable Dan 
Sickles could get away with murder like that. In a fan- 
tastic career covering almost a century, as politician, Civil 
War general, diplomat and intimate of five Presidents, 
Sickles won both international fame and notoriety. He 
was a hero and a pariah, branded as an embezzler and mail 
robber, a master rogue touched with enough genius to out- 
fox Wall Street’s powerful Jay Gould. Connoisseur of 
women and a crack Don Juan, he had a roster of mis- 
tresses that ran from the queen of Spain to the most 
expensive prostitute in New York. As a general, he bungled 
at the crucial battle of Gettysburg, yet even the astute 
Abe Lincoln was taken in by his magnetic charm. 

Even as a youth Dan was hard to handle, baffling his 
father, a New York patent attorney and promoter. Sev- 
eral times Dan ran away from home. Once, when he was 
attending an “Academy for Young Gentlemen,” the head- 
master tried to whip Dan for misconduct; Dan grabbed 
the whip and beat the headmaster instead. He tried work- 
ing as a printer’s devil, landed at New York University, 
became a lawyer 





While attending college, Dan boarded in the home of 
brilliant Lorenzo Da Ponte, professor, master of a half- 
dozen languages and a former comrade of: the fabulous 
Casanova in erotic adventure. Here, Dan picked up his 
urbane manners and his contempt for morality. And here, 
too, he met Teresa Bagioli, the voluptuous, dark-eyed 
Italian beauty whom he was to seduce and marry when 
she was barely 16. 

As a lawyer and Knickerbocker blueblood with a ready 
lip, dapper Dan with the drooping mustache was a natural 
for Tammany Hall. Those were the days when “political 
discussions” involved fists, bludgeons, brass knuckles, 
blackjacks, bottle-swinging free-for-alls. In one bloody 
riot, Dan—who was tough as a bull terrier—was tossed 
bodily into the well of a spiral staircase. Another time, 
he had to make an acrobatic exit from the speakers’ plat- 
form by way of a window and fire escape. 

A gay blade with lean hips and wide shoulders, habitué 
of Manhattan fleshpots, Dan got into assorted criminal 
scrapes as he scrounged around for money to pay for his 
tailored suits, boned turkey on ice, champagne, horse 
racing and beautiful women. He was indicted for obtaining 
money under false pretenses, prosecuted for the theft of a 


mortgage, tried for grand larceny and swindling. Once he | 


was arrested for robbing the mails and another time for 
stuffing ballot boxes and “running primaries.” Every case 
was hushed up. 

Dan rose by his consistent dishonesty and chicanery. 
Despite his criminal record, he was appointed corporation 
counsel of New York City and elected to the State As- 
sembly. At Albany he caused a scandal that rocked the 
state capital. 

At a famous Mercer Street bordello Dan had met and 
fallen for Fanny White, a lively, hot-blooded brunette. 
Dan wanted her exclusively for himself, though her price 
was high—she liked jewels, furs, assorted luxuries. No 
sucker, he; there was talk later that he took a slice of 
Fanny’s earnings as an upper-bracket prostitute, which 
led the daring New York World to allude to him as a 
“pimp.” Dan took Fanny along to Albany, introduced her 
at the table of the hotel where he stayed. Further, he 
escorted her right into the State Assembly. Incensed at 
the insult, the legislature voted to censure Sickles. Dan 
shrugged it off with a chuckle. 

When James Buchanan was named minister to Great 
Britain in 1853, he looked about for a bright secretary to 
the legation and was delighted with Dan Sickles’ dynamic 
personality. Buchanan, a powerful Democrat, had narrow- 
ly missed the Presidential nomination the year before and 
might make it in 1856. Always the opportunist, Bully Boy 
Sickles seized the chance to become a pal of a potential 
President. 

Leaving his wife behind in New York, Dan had the gall 
to take along Fanny White to the Court of St. James’s. 
Sickles was never made for marriage. He had more than 
his share of virility and one ordinary woman at a time 
couldn’t satisfy him. Females seemed to go for him at a 
touch, and he seemed irresistible to matrons as well as 
maidens. He slept around so much that he was reputed 
to have fathered dozens of offspring, some of whom were 
later to become celebrated in the fields of sport, journalism 
and politics. 

With Fanny White, the Mercer Street harlot, in London, 
he pulled a gag that remains a classic. Dan had been feud- 
ing with James Gordon Bennett, fiery editor of the New 
York Herald. At one of Queen Victoria’s drawing-room 
receptions, Sickles walked in with (Continued on page 54) 
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MASTER SPY ? 


The American's face flushed an angry red, and he 


by ALLEN ROBERTS 
leaned across the hotel's information desk. What 


Ss do you mean, | can't have the room for more than 


one day?” ; 

“Maybe that was the regulation as of now,” the. Ameri- 
can muttered, and he whirled to leave the hotel lobby, 
“but | sure as hell am going to do something about chang- 
ing it!" . 

As he stomped through the doorway of the small hotel, 
the clerk nodded to two tall men who were sitting in a 
corner near the window. Without a word, they got up and 
strolled after the irate American. 

Two blocks from the hotel, they caught up with him. 
With the precision of trained soldiers, they suddenly 
flanked him and forced him into the doorway of a nearby 
house. Pinning him up against the wall, they stared at him 
for a long moment, then one of the men spoke. 

"Herr Jackson. You will please not make trouble here in 
Pullach. You will leave tomorrow morning as requested. 
You will be on the train to Munich, and you will not re- 
turn. If you are not back in your room in Munich by noon, 


-your wife—well, she will not be too happy.” 


Then they released the terrified tourist and walked non- 
chalantly away. 

Herr Jackson, ftom Detroit, Michigan, was smart. He 
took the morning train out of Pullach—glad to get as far 
away from the town as he could, But others who attempted 
to ignore the ban on more than one-day stopovers in Pul- 
lach had good cause to regret their decision. They were 
given a working-over they'll never forget. 

For Pullach, not far from Munich, Germany, is the head- 
quarters of the most fantastic cloak-and-daqger setup ever 
seen in the civilized world. It is the capital of a spy net- 
work that is protected from outside contact by a security 
patrol that makes busting into Los Alamos a kid's game. 

A stranger coming into Pullach is given the kind of wel- 
come that a "revenuer" receives in the hills of Kentucky. 
First of all, he is discouraged from staying at all. But, if 
he insists, he is given permission to remain in town 24 
hours. Should he try to complain or make trouble—he is 
blocked at every turn by a strong-arm police and well- 


organized bully-boy force with which there is no argument. 

What is this special agency and just who is the strange 
figure who hides in the shadows while he directs the most 
effective intelligence agency in all of Europe? 

All we know about Reinhold Gehlen is that he was a 
former general in Adolph Hitler's army. He was a chief 
of Nazi intelligence for the greater part of World War Il. 
Nobody in recent years has been able to interview or 
photograph this mystery man. And it is absolutely im- . 
possible to get a permit to visit his headquarters. 

Gehlen's chief base operates in a 30-acre enclave not 
too far away from the site of the notorious Dachau con- 
centration camp. The entire compound is protected by an 
electrically-charged eight-foot barbed-wire fence. 

Four hundred of Gehlen's top agents work in the estab- 
lishment, busily studying confidential reports from the 
4,000 agents in the field. The activists work in Russia, East 
Germany, France, England, South America and even the 
United States. 

Gehlen is a man whose profession is danger. He knows 
that today he might be called a hero and tomorrow a 
traitor. 

Not too long ago Gehlen was in imminent danger of 
being executed by Hitler. General Heinz Guderian's 
memoirs tell how Gehlen incurred Hitler's wrath because 
of his propensity for telling the truth even when it hurts. 
The Germans were advancing onthe Russian front when 
Guderian presented a Gehlen report to Hitler. The report 
gave a most discouraging picture—from the German 
standpoint—on the strength of the Russian Army. Hitler 
was in no mood to receive that type of report at that 
particular moment. He read the material, turned to the 
famous tank expert and screamed, "Put that lunatic Gehlen 
behind bars and have him executed within the week." 

-Guderian tells us that he was able to pacify the Nazi 
leader after a long argument. Gehlen was to remain a 
functionary in the fast-dwindling Nazi Empire. until its 
final Gotterdammerung. 

How lucky Gehlen was to have Guderian's support is 
apparent when one recalls what happened to Admiral 
Wilhelm Canaris, another of (Continued on page 60) 


Trained under Hitler, 
feared by Russia, 
paid by the U.S. 
This is Gehlen— 
boss of 4,000 global agents » 
_ —the man . 
nobody really knows. 
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Tales of fiction have been written about 
adventurers visiting strange places which 
: time has forgotten, hidden valleys in 
which dinosaurs forage among prehistoric swamps 
and deadly tropical flora, but the land of the 
Stone-Age Men, where I lived for three long 
months, was no story-teller’s dream. Melville 
Island is still there for all to see. 

In 1932 I had shipped as second engineer 
aboard an 8,000-ton freighter, the Alice V, out 
of Liverpool with a mixed cargo of cotton goods, 
hardware, farm machinery and what-have-you, 
bound for Australia by way of Suez, Bombay 
and Singapore. It was in the Indian Ocean, al- 
most at our destination, that we ran into a ty- 
phoon and the sea became a maelstrom. Our 
ship was solid and not in danger, although the 
towering waves battered it mercilessly for two 
days. Like a giant hand, a crest would lift the 
hull entirely out of water so the screw whined 
in the thin air, then would slam it with a jolting 
thud into the following trough. Moving about 
to attend our duties, even below deck, was diffi- 
cult. And the slippery top deck wasn’t the 
safest place in the world—with the ship burying 
herself in the sea intermittently. Those of us 
who had to risk it wore life preservers. We 
walked only when the deck rose clear, timing 
ourselves so some support was handy to hang 
onto when she dived under again. 

It was at the end of that second day, toward 
nightfall, that Captain Smithson called me to 
the bridge. He didn’t say what he wanted, and 
I was wondering what (Continued on page 44) 
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Washed up on the sandy beach, he 
lived through a Stone Age night- 
mare—a nightmare that was ruled 
hy a primitive lust for revenge. 


by HORACE PHILIPPS 
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The chief grasped my shirt, tore 
it open and stripped it off me. 


ILLUSTRATED BY FRANK SOLTESZ 
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Marines and sailors pose proudly after capturing the last Korean fort, completely destroying the defenses of Kangwha-man. 


Americas 


by B. W. VON BLOCK 


Full of familiar names like Seoul, 
Inchon and Han River, it was a war 
that was completely forgotten once 


the last shot was fired — in 1871. 


Editor’s note: lt was America’s shortest, easiest—and most 
pointless—war. But it had one remarkable feature: it was 
probably the first overseas operation by U.S. forces to be 
covered by an on-the-spot combat photographer. Who he 
was, no one knows today. His camera’s record of the bloody, 
one-sided conflict was shuffled around various government 
offices for 85 years. The pictures are all authenticated by 
the government’s National Archives. As far as anyone 
knows, they have never before been published. 


The small flotilla of American naval vessels rode 
easily in the calm waters of the Han River estuary. 

The ships were trim, cleared for action. The 
squadron was ready—even itching—for a fight. 

Aboard the three-masted USS Colorado, flagship of Rear 
Admiral John Rodgers, there was an air of tension. The 
admiral himself paced the bridge of the Colorado impa- 
tiently. Every now and then, he stopped at the port rail 
and scanned the deserted, forbidding shoreline through his 
long brass telescope. 

“We'll have to bring these heathen to heel—even if we 
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Some Koreans fought to the last man, but their earthworks and ancient weapons were no match for American armament. 


4838S -Hour Wa r 





have to blast our way into Seoul!” he rasped suddenly. He 
smacked the palm of his hand against the spyglass, closing 
it. 

The decision was made in Admiral Rodgers’ mind. With- 
in a few hours, he would make the plans and give the or- 
ders that would involve the United States in an unneces- 
sary war—one in which Americans would be forced to kili 
hundreds of Koreans! 

It was May 31, 1871. Rodgers had sailed a long time— 
coming all the way around Cape Horn from New York to 
keep his appointment with what he secretly hoped would 
be an important conquest. 

The voyage had been rough. His ships—about the best 
the impoverished U. S. Navy could furnish—were little 
better than rotting hulks beneath the shiny veneer of spit- 
and-polish. : 

The Colorado, his flagship, was an outdated sailing ves- 
sel, so badly in need of repairs that a single broadside from 
her aging guns could spring her timbers. The Monocacy 
and Palos were gunboats, wheezing paddle-wheelers held 
together by only the ingenuity of the ships’ engineers. An- 





other gunboat, the Askuelot, had been left behind in Yoko- 
hama—it was leaking like a sieve. The corvettes Alaska 
and Benicia rounded out the motley squadron. 

The squadron had been ordered to the Orient by Presi- 
dent U. S. Grant who had been angered by the reported 
massacre of a number of American seamen by Koreans. 
Admiral Rodgers was instructed to take aboard_Frederick 
F. Low, U.S. Ambassador to Peking. Beyond this, his or- 
ders read as follows: 

“1. To make a treaty of commerce with the Koreans, if 
possible. 

“2. Obtain an agreement from the Korean government 
guaranteeing the safety of shipwrecked sailors. 

“3. Avoid use of force unless such action would result 
in dishonor to the flag. . . . 

“The responsibility for war or peace is left to Mr. Low,” 
President Grant concluded. 

There was a great deal of unrest in Asia at the time. 
Japan and China were being newly opened to trade with 
the Western World. The European powers were jockeying 
for special concessions. The people of the Orient resented 
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After Koreans had fired on his gunboats, Admiral Rodgers cried “Treachery!” called a council of war to plan reprisals. 


AMERICA’S 48-HOUR WAR continued 


the intrusion of the Westerners—whom they called “savage 
barbarians.” 

The squadron sailed from New York Harbor on April 9, 
1869, arriving in Korean waters two years later. The first 
contact with the natives of the yet unexplored land came 
on May 25, 1871. Eight Korean emissaries came aboard 
the Colorado. 

“Their credentials show them to be of the third and 
fifth diplomatic ranks,” an interpreter told the admiral 
and Ambassador Low. 

“Order them off the ship!” Rodgers roared in uncon- 
trolled fury. “The United States government does not 
negotiate with clerks .. .” 

Unfortunately, neither the crusty old seadog nor the in- 
experienced Low realized that sending minor flunkies to 
make the initial contact with foreigners was an old Korean 
custom. The Orientals reasoned that the stooges could 
stall and delay negotiations until the intruders got tired of 
things, and, they hoped, went away. 

Instead, the admiral’s hasty decision proved to be a 
deadly insult, according to the Asiatic way of looking at 
things. The minor officials stumbled down the gangway 
into their waiting junk, and returned to the mainland. 

There was no further word for several days. Admiral 
Rodgers and his men fretted and fumed while their ships 
rode at anchor in the Kangwha-man, the great bay formed 
by the curve of land around Kaesong, Seoul and Inchon. 

Captain Homer C. Blake, the veteran naval officer in 


command of the Palos, knew that a serious blunder had 
been made. He attempted to reason with his superior. 

“We'll have to fight, sir,” he warned. “Unless, of course, 
you'll permit me to send a messenger to the Koreans ask- 
ing them to send their emissaries back . . .” 

“Nonsense! Never!” Rodgers exploded. 
would mean an admission of weakness!” 

The admiral quickly made another decision, even more 
blundering than his first one. Piqued by the turn of 
events, he commanded Captain Blake to outfit four steam 
launches with howitzers and man them with Marines. 

“Sail into the harbor and on up the river,” he grunted. 
“The launches will lead, and you'll follow with the Mo- 
nocacy and the Palos .. .” 

“To what purpose, sir?” Blake inquired, mystified by 
the order. 

“To survey the waters, sir!” the commander rasped. 
“At least, that’s as good a reason as any!” 

Captain Blake knew that the show of force would serve 
only as a provocation—an excuse to make the Koreans 
fight. But orders were orders. No one knows what went 
through his mind, but his thoughts must have been bitter, 
especially when Rodgers concluded his instructions. 

“T will remain here with the flagship and the corvettes. 
That’s all, Captain .. .” 

Blake’s vessels hauled anchor at noon on June 1. He 
was aboard one of the leading launches. The two gun- 
boats chugged and splashed be- (Continued on page 80) 
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The advance on the middle forts was preceded by a barrage from the Monocacy. The overwhelmed Koreans retreated. 


The battle over, the Monocacy towed the assault boats back to the fleet, bearing the trophies of their fruitless victory. 
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he had on his mind as I opened the heavy 
door leading to the deck. But I never 
found out. As I started to shut the door, 
the deck tilted so I had to push it upward 
against its own weight. Bracing my feet, 
I shoved it closed. I was about to twist 
the locking handle when the ship plunged. 
If that handle had caught, I think I would 
have been able to hold it long enough for 
the danger to pass, but that is a question 
which never will be answered. Tons of 
water broke over the hull like a tidal wave, 
hurling me against the cabin. As the ship 
staggered clear, the sea ran off, sucking 
at me with an irresistible undertow. The 
door opened, and when it reached the end 
of its swing, my hand was wrenched free. 
In a second I was swallowed by the 
raging, black ocean. 

The water closed over my head but I 
immediately popped to the surface and 
filled my lungs with air before another 
wave could hit me. I was amazed to find 
that the cork life preserver enabled me to 
ride the waves and troughs fairly well in 
spite of the tempest: By kicking off my 
boots, I became still more buoyant, only 
the crests submerging me. I discovered 
that by timing my breathing I probably 
would be able to survive the sea although 
the chances of my being rescued were 
slight. I could expect no help from a ship. 
The Alice V had disappeared completely 
into the darkness and the typhoon had 
undoubtedly blown her far from the reg- 
ular shipping lanes when I went over- 
board. 

As the night hours wore on, I fought 
panic. The fact that the storm gradually 
diminished gave me little hope. I was 
sick with brine and despair as the sky 
lightened to the dim gray of dawn. It was 
then I heard a distant booming which 
gradually grew louder against the wind. I 
prayed my thanks when I recognized it as 
the sound of surf rolling against a beach. 
When my feet touched bottom, I struggled 
frantically to the shore. 


HE beach was a strip of white sand 

extending in both directions as far as 
I could see and bordering a thick, twisted 
jungle. As I dragged myself from the 
water, a cloud of terns swirled into the 
sky with angry squawks. My hand rested 
on something small and round which 
cracked beneath it, spreading hotly be- 
tween my fingers. Then I saw the dry 
sand was dotted with thousands of eggs 
like spotted golf balls. I guessed they 
would be edible if I could stomach their 
fishy taste. But heat was my first consider- 
ation. The cold wind blowing against my 
wet clothing was icy compared to the 
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sea. I gathered dry brush, sticks and a 
few sheltered logs from the edge of the 
jungle and fired them in two piles with a 
match from a waterproof case. Then I 
stripped off my clothes and, stretching out 
on my back between the fires, fell asleep. 

When the hot sun following the storm 
awakened me, I marveled, as I did fre- 
quently thereafter, at the temperature 
extremes between day and night in this 
strange country. At the time I didn’t know 
where I was nor how close to civilization, 
and I decided I would find something to 
eat and then do some exploring. I would 
ignore the tern eggs. After replenishing 
one fire to keep it lighted and so conserve 
matches, I dressed and made a brief sortie 
into the jungle where I found none of the 
tropical fruits I expected. However, at 
the outlet of a small stream the water was 
alive with scurrying crabs. With my knife 
I cut a forked stick and in a minute had 
captured almost a dozen. These proved to 
be very satisfactory when broiled over the 
flames. After eating, I started down the 
beach. 

I had gone perhaps a mile when I came 
to a small lagoon at the mouth of a quiet 
river extending inland between walls of 
tangled mangrove. In the sand at its edge 
were prints of bare feet, not of one man 
but of many. I was amused at the thought 
that I might turn into a modern Robinson 
Crusoe with an entire crew of Fridays in- 
stead of one, but the possibility that the 
men who made them might be unfriendly 
sobered me immediately. All the foot- 
prints led toward the water, but I saw 
no movement on the surface of the bay 
nor along its shore. Whoever had made 
them had gone, but obviously they must 
have been made since the rain of the 
previous night. For a minute I hesitated, 
trying to decide whether to attempt to at- 
tract the people on the chance that they 
might be friendly and help me. I con- 
cluded not to risk it and retreated down the 
beach toward my fire, intending to do my 
exploring in the other direction. 

When I reached it I stooped to pick 
up my rubber storm cape. As I did, I 
saw a long shadow stretch across the sand 
before me. When I turned, there was the 
tallest, blackest man I had ever seen. He 
was well over six feet, with skin like shiny 
tar. Behind him stood three others, some- 
what shorter. All were completely naked, 
their heads and faces covered with bushy 
black hair. Across their chests were red- 
dish welts shaped like chevrons, and each 
carried a 10-foot spear in one hand and a 
crude stone ax in the other. 

I recall making some inane remark in 
surprise, whereupon the tall native trans- 


ferred the ax to the hand which held the 
spear and stepped toward me. When I 
shied back, he grabbed me by the wrist 
and yelled something gutturally, then ges- 
tured with his spear toward the part of 
the beach from which I had just fled. The 
others closed in to help. I knew to strug- 
gle would be useless, perhaps might even 
cause them to use their weapons. I 
walked with him willingly, then, although 
he never released his grasp on my wrist. 
His squad fell in behind. 

No word was spoken during our march 
back to the lagoon with its no longer mys- 
terious footprints. When we reached it, 
the tall one gestured me toward one of two 
long, crude dugouts pulled up on the 
sand. When his men pushed it out, I 
climbed aboard. He followed with two 
men, the others taking the second dug- 
out. Then we started up the river through 
the mangroves. 

The river widened after we left the 
mangroves and occasionally stretched into 
a billabong, as the Australians call a 
swamp. Here and there a huge heron 
flapped away, screaming in defiance. Once 
a flock of tropical ducks took off with 
whirring wings. Giant, menacing crocodiles 
sunned themselves on every mudbank. One 
of them slithered into the water toward 
us as we drifted close and the paddlers 
quickened their pace until we had left it 
at a safe distance. Finally the banks at 
the river’s edge became steeped and firmer. 
Then we pulled ashore. 

On top of the riverbank were several 
acres of hard ground, bare except for a 
few lean-to structures of bark and dried 
grass. There were three large fires and 
around these several dozen men, women 
and children clustered, all as naked as my 
captors. 


HE tall native, who I had concluded 

was their leader, summoned them in a 
loud, booming voice. When they had 
grouped around me, he delivered a speech, 
pausing after each mouthful of gibberish 
which might have been a word or a sen- 
tence; I had no way of knowing. When 
he had finished, his subjects shouted, and 
from the smiles on their faces, I could 
guess it was in approval. Then he walked 
away, the natives returned to their fires 
and I was left alone. 

As I stood in the center of the clearing, 
temporarily ignored by these strange 
people, I realized the ridiculousness and 
hopelessness of my predicament. I didn’t 
know what my fate was to be. I wasn’t 
tied or locked in some native version of a 
prison. Apparently I wasn’t even to be 
guarded. But escape was out of the ques- 
tion simply because I had nowhere to 
which to escape! I didn’t even know 
where I was! I decided I had best make 
friends with the natives and be a model 
prisoner, if that was my status, in the 
hope that eventually they would make 
some contact with the outside world. 
Then I could plan to take advantage of 
it. They must have seen white men be- 
fore or else they would have been more 
startled at my appearance. 

While I was lost in thought, a naked 
woman came forward and touched my 
arm. She was young, I judged in her late 
teens, and her body was lithe and sinewy 
with up-tilted breasts and firm, rounded 


thighs. She led me toward one of the fires 
and motioned for me to sit beside her. 
When I did, she broke off a portion of a 
small, queer animal which had been char- 
ring near the flames and handed it to me. 
Then she took another piece and ate it. I 
tasted mine experimentally and found it 
had a peculiar flavor, but was not ob- 
jectionable. When I had finished it, she 
gave me more, then a large, partially- 
burned .round vegetable which also was 
quite edible. Thus was my introduction to 
Tona, who was to be my friend and 
teacher of all my duties during’ the fol- 
lowing months. Likewise it was my first 
meal of roast lizard and water-lily bulb. 

By the time the food had been finished, 
darkness and cold had begun to fall. The 
natives’ sleeping habits were simple. The 
expectant mothers and several mothers 
with young babies took refuge in the lean- 
tos. All the others stretched out near the 
fires where they had been seated, and soon 
their chorus of snores mingled with the 
calls of night birds in the jungle. 


HE next day I began _to understand 

that I was not an honored guest of 
the tribe. I was awakened at daybreak by 
the sound of movement about me. For a 
while I was forgotten once more, then I 
saw the chief approaching and rose to 
meet him. First he put his right hand on 
my shoulder, probably as a sort of gesture 
of friendliness, but I considered his next 
actions quite unfriendly. With one mo- 
tion he grasped the front of my shirt and 
ripped it open, then commenced to tug 
at one sleeve. I stifled my anger and peeled 
off the shirt, handing it to him, but he 
wasn’t satisfied. Next came thé undershirt. 
I balked at removing my trousers until 
three of his men strode toward me with 
the obvious purpose of removing them by 
force. Standing only in my shorts, I vowed 
I wouldn’t permit the final indignity, but 
it was to no avail. Holding me, they 
stripped them off as though I were a 
stubborn child refusing to be undressed 
for bed, although I objected in language 
far from childish. Finally I stood before 
them, white as a billabong lily: except for 
the red flush in my cheeks. They left with 
my clothes, which I never saw again. 

The blush deepened when I became 
~ aware of the looks of curiosity from the 
crowd which had gathered when they heard 
my angry protests. Especially on the faces 
of the women I detected expressions 
which increased my embarrassment. I 
wheeled and started to walk away but 
Tona ran forward and stopped me. Re- 
luctantly I allowed her to lead me toward 
the river where she sat on the bank and 
motioned me to a spot beside her. She 
kept her eyes on my face, obviously to put 
me more at ease. 

I sat there most of the day while Tona 
endeavored to teach me the language of 
her tribe, and I became encouraged upon 
discovering how many corrupted forms of 
English it included. Here again was evi- 
dence of their contact with the white race. 
Also I discovered her people were called 
Tiwi, and that I was on the island of 
Melville not far from the mainland of 
Australia. I learned eagerly and was grate- 
ful when she brought me food so I 
wouldn’t have to parade my nakedness 
before the others. 


We spent several days on the bank 
while I gradually overcame my initial em- 
barrassment and eventually I could speak 
to her quite fluently in her own tongue. In 
the cold evening I would steal back to 
the fire to sleep in its warmth. At meal 
times she would vary our lizard diet with 
roast wallaby, dugong or sea cow, alliga- 
tor, flying squirrel or bandicoot, with ap- 
petizers of oysters, crabs, snails and 
turtle or tern eggs. Yams were my fa- 
vorite vegetable, but some of the other 
foods I couldn’t bring myself to eat and 
surreptitiously flipped into the river. From 
the absence of cultivated vegetables and 
the preponderance of wild meat, I deduced 
with amazement that the Tiwis had no 
agriculture, depending entirely upon for- 
aging for their food. 

One morning she told me the bad news. 
At the time of my arrival Tafiri, the 
chief, had decreed I was to be the Tiwi’s 
slave. Earlier that day he had asked her 
why I hadn’t been performing my duties 
and she had replied that I was slow in 
learning Tiwi talk but that finally I was 
ready. 

“Why, Tona, am I a slave to the 
Tiwi?” I asked. 

“Many time agu, Hars,’—Hars was the 
closest she could come to pronouncing my 
name, Horace—“Tiwi was a slave of 
white men. Now Tafiri gets revenge.” 

There was no further explanation and 
I decided I would investigate the facts of 
Tiwi slavery to the white men if I ever 
succeeded in getting free myself. 

“Ever see white men, Tona?” I ques- 
tioned. 

“Some time,” she answered, and this 
gave me additional encouragement. 

She left me after that but soon returned 
with a bark basket in her hand. She 
dipped it into the river and lifted it, 
dripping, then spilled out the contents. She 
handed me the basket and I did the same. 

“No,” she said and laughed. “You must 
carry water.” 

I filled it again and carried it to the 


fire for her. Then she gave me several 
other empty ones which I also filled and 
took to her. My first duty as a slave, she 
told me, was to carry water for all the 
tribe. Then, with several other women, 
she led me into the jungle where we 
stopped before a tall, slender tree. Séringy- 
bark, she called it, for making baskets and 
thongs. Working with a stone ax, she 
showed me how to slit the bark around 
the tree in two places about five feet 
apart. join the cuts with a vertical cut, 
then peel the bark from the trunk. Upon 
our return, she skinned the soft inner 
bark from the outer layer and soaked it 
in the river. Then, molding it into the 
shape of a basket, she held it over the 
fire to dry. Some she shredded into strips. 
Later she taught me how to find and dig 
wild yams with a sharp stick. For many 
days I did these chores. Then, early one 
dawn, Tafiri singled me out again. 


ns E hunting,” was all he said. Here 
were new duties, I guessed. 

Six of us climbed into a dugout and 
paddled some distance up the river. At 
the foot of another high bank we disem- 
barked and climbed to the top. There one 
of the natives twirled a stick and set the 
dry grass on fire. Quickly the flames raced 
away and disappeared into the jungle, 
leaving a blackened plain. I followed care- 
fully as the hunters spread out and stalked 
through it, apparently oblivious of the still 
smoldering grass beneath their bare feet. 
They kept their chin-beards tucked into 
their mouths—a good luck charm, I was 
told. Two of them carried spears; the 
others were armed with several hardwood 
sticks each about a foot long with a knob 
at one end. Suddenly a wallaby the size 
of a rabbit hopped into view. A hunter 
quickly threw his stick which bounced 
from the ground in front of the animal 
and struck it. While it struggled, he 
walked up and killed it with his stone ax. 
Then another wallaby appeared, but this 
time it was a spear-thrower’s turn. The 


“There's no telling at this age what he'll grow up to be. But if he does 
become a doctor, his father and | will be very happy, of course.” 
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hunters froze. As it started to hop away, 
one spearman ran toward it, freezing again 
when it stopped. He repeated the maneu- 
ver until he was close enough for a toss, 
whereupon he skewered it easily. Thus the 
hunt continued and, although I accom- 
panied the hunters many times in the 
following days, I was never allowed to 
share in the sport. My function was that 
of a game bag; I carried the dead animals 
so the Tiwis wouldn’t be encumbered with 
the carcasses. 

IT saw how they killed opossums and 
bandicoot by chopping them out of hollow 
logs with their stone axes, speared fish, dug 
for lizards, stone-axed large alligators. 
Only on one expedition were they unsuc- 
cessful in bringing in the game they were 
after and that failure was indirectly re- 
sponsible for my gaining my freedom. 
The animal was a large wild buffalo, a 
descendant of some original stock which 
had been introduced to the island from 
the mainland many years before. The 
spearmen stalked it carefully but, just as 
they were about to throw, it charged. All 
of us fled toward the river and plunged in, 
forgetting that crocodiles might be pres- 
ent. They weren’t, but there was another 
danger. 


HE big beast halted at the water’s 

edge, snorted once, then turned back 
into the jungle. Immediately we swam 
for the dugouts and reached them safely 
—all but one man. A few feet from shore 
he screamed and flopped with a splash. 
When we pulled the poor native aboard, 
blood was flowing from two small holes 
in the calf of his leg. A tunda, or poisonous 
water snake, had bitten him. 

I was about to give him first aid when 
Tafiri pushed me aside. He had his own 
treatment. While his men held the vic- 


tim, he hacked off the leg above the knee 
with his ax. It was a ghastly operation. 
I looked around for something with which 
to make a tourniquet, but there wasn’t a 
thing, no article of clothing which could be 
torn into a strip. As the men paddled, I 
pleaded with them to stop while I cut a 
vine to twist around his leg, but they 
refused to listen to me. He was dead by 
the time we reached the village. 

It was slightly more than three months 
after I began my slave-life with the 
Stone-Age people that I managed to 
escape, my chance occurring’ during the 
month-long funeral ceremony, or puka- 
mani, for the dead man. The Tiwis be- 
lieve that the mapaditi, or spirit of a 
person who has just died, stalks the earth 
in search of an immunka, or spirit of a 
living friend or relative, to keep it com- 
pany. To discourage it and drive it away, 
both men and women of the tribe paint 
their bodies hideously with red clay, some 
of the men slash themselves with knives, 
others carve grotesque totems. Every- 
one spends days and nights in mad shriek- 
ing, wailing and dancing. Tona told me 
about the ceremony before it began and 
thus I was warned. 

It had continued for only two weeks, 
during which I had participated several 
times between chores to show my good 
faith, although the perpetual din had al- 
ready become quite wearing and made 
sleep impossible. Then it suddenly, un- 
expectedly, ceased. The quiet that fol- 
lowed was almost too good to be true. 

“What happened?” I asked Tona. 

“Stop pukamani until some day,” she 
replied. “White men are at river mouth. 
They maybe hear sound.” She had inad- 
vertently blurted out the news I had been 
anxiously awaiting. 

IT pretended not to hear her answer and 


“Patricia will be down in a minute. In the meantime, 
don't pay any attention to us old folks.” 





turned away to hide the joy which must 
have shown on my face. White men! That 
meant a boat! I tried to stroll nonchal- 
antly toward the river. The tide was 
reaching its high level. Soon it would 
turn and flow toward the sea. I looked at 
the sun, almost lost behind the wall of 
jungle as evening drew near. That night 
I would have my opportunity. 

I lay down with the rest, but a little 
farther from the fire than usual. The na- 
tives went to sleep quickly, as they al- 
ways did, and cautiously I crawled out of 
the firelight toward the bank where the 
dugouts were beached. There were six of 
them, and as quietly as I could I pushed 
all but one into the current, regretting 
doing so because I knew it would be a 
laborious task for the aborigines to hew 
others with their stone cutters. But I 
couldn’t afford to risk pursuit. I launched 
the last dugout, hopped aboard and headed 
downstream along the moonlit river. 

The journey took only an hour, but it 
seemed like 10. I was frozen with the 
cold when finally I came to the channel 
of mangroves, and then a_ horrifying 
thought struck me. Suppose the boat had 
gone! I paddled furiously and eventually 
emerged on the waters of the bay. I looked 
out at the sea beyond. There was no black 
hulk of a ship on the dim horizon. I yelled, 
partly in despair and partly in a wild hope 
of arousing anyone who might be within 
hearing. Suddenly I was bathed in a bril- 
liant, white light which blinded me, and a 
voice called, “Blimey, who’s makin’ all 
the . . . Lor’! It’s a white native.” 

“Shut off that damned light!” I an- 
swered. “If I weren’t so glad to see you, 
I’d show you who was a white native!” 

I hadn’t seen the ship’s small motor 
launch anchored near the mangrove wall. 
The: searchlight went off and I quickly 
paddled over. As I came aboard, I could 
see a man standing in the cabin’s dim 
glow with a gun in his hand. 

“Put that away, you ruddy fool,” I 
said, according to what they later told 
me. When I came to, I was in a small 
bunk in the cabin and could hear the 
sweet purr of the engine. A few glasses 
of rum and I was civilized again, ex- 
plaining my experience to the launch’s 
three-man crew while they listened with 
gaping mouths. In a short time I was once 
again in clothes and headed for England 
aboard a freighter, the Mayfair Queen, 
which had been anchored out of sight 
beyond the rim of the bay. 


VEN today it frequently occurs to 

me that if the Mayfair Queen’s drink- 
ing water hadn’t spoiled, causing her 
to send her launch to Melville for a fresh 
supply right in the middle of a pukamani 
ceremony, I probably would have re- 
mained with the Tiwis for many years, 
and I know Tona would have liked that. 
Incidentally, historical records explained 
why Tafiri, the chief, had sought venge- 
ance by making me a slave. It seems that 
over 100 years previously a group of 
English convicts were banished to Melville 
at a spot now known as Fort Dundas, 
whereupon they proceeded to enslave 
many of the Tiwis. I’m glad the convicts 
didn’t treat the natives more severely— 
especially since those Stone-Age people 
have such damn long memories! $44 





When the other kids ask... 


WHAT DOES YOUR DAD DO? 





How does your boy answer them? 


Sure... you’re his hero. You know 
that. But sometimes it can get 
kinda tough if the other kids don’t 
seem to understand about the “old 
man.” 

It’s not that you like to be 
chained to the same old job. May- 
be you just had to leave school 
too soon. Maybe the war inter- 
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fered. Anyway, here you are, stuck 
because you just don’t have enough 
formal training. 


Well, Mister, You Can Still Make 
the Grade! 


It isn’t easy. You’ve got to have 
grit and determination and the will 
to succeed. As long as you have 
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these, L.C.S. can put you on the 
road to real prestige, advancement 
and security. Your family can 
really be proud of you! 


Spare-time 1.C.S. Study Pays Off! 


I.C.S. gives you practical, dollars- 
and-sense training — the kind that 
pays off. You choose from 256 
courses. You get personalized, 
sympathetic guidance. You ad- 
vance as rapidly as your time and 
ability permit. Does it work? 
Thomas Dyke was a coal miner 
with no high school education. He 
studied with I.C.S., worked his way 
up to licensed engineer. Today, his 
income is above the average for 
college trained engineers. And this 
kind of training can work for you! 


THREE FREE BOOKS— 
SEND TODAY! 


BOOK No. 1 — *tHow to Succeed.” 
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BOOK No. 2— An outline of job 
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you the I.C.S. clear, step-by-step 
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Gulf Coast and Lake Michigan. 


STAG CONFIDENTIAL 


Continued from page 31 


nearest fisherman. 2) Wait till a nearby 
angler gets a rise, then try for his fish. 
3) Talk out loud when you're fishing next 
to others. That will ruin many a bite for the 
other guy. 4) As you wade, kick rocks in 
every direction, a sure way to ruin the 
pond forall. ... 


MEN IN SPORTS 


LONGEST FIGHT ON RECORD was between Jack 
Burke and Andy Bowen. It went seven hours > 


_ and 110 rounds before the crowd began 


singing "Home Sweet Home" and the referee 
felt it was time for the boys to get some 
breakfast .. . Most of the great power- 
hitters were slow as turtles on the base- 
paths. Yankees’ Mantle is an exception 
to this. No one touches him going down 
to first... It's a little-known rule of 
baseball that a pitcher can play another 
position for just one batter (while the 
shortstop, for example, pitches) then go 
back to pitching rest of game... Here's 
what pitchers are doing while they're 
"rubbing up" baseball. Since no two base- 
balls are alike (about 20% are substandard) 
what hurlers actually do is feel fora 
bulge that can help to get a little extra 
spin, the effect of a Spitter.... 
Contrary to opinion, MOST JOCKEYS DON'T 
BET HORSES. They probably would if it 
didn't interfere with their judgment of a 
race as a participant . .. KNOCKING A BALL 
QUT OF THE YANKEE STADIUM is to baseball 
what breaking the four-minute mile is to 
track. Word around the league is that if 
Mantle can’t do it no one else ever will 
- » » THE COMMON THING THAT SETS BERRA 
AND CAMPANELLA APART FROM OTHER CATCHERS 
is that neither of them blink. Other, 
more routine catchers, do blink as ball 
crosses plate and often lose sight of 
pitched balls temporarily. ... 


A MAN'S WALLET 


YEAR'S BIGGEST TIP ON FREE LAND: The 
government right this minute has 100 million 
acres of uninhabited land it's willing to 
sell for as little as TWO BUCKS AN ACRE. 


You can't live year-round on it, BUT IT'S 


UNBEATABLE FOR FISHING, HUNTING, SURF CAST- 
ING, SUMMER VACATIONING. Most is crowded 
into these states: California, Utah, Idaho, 
Nevada, Wyoming, Colorado, Oregon, New 
Mexico, Arizona. Some choice plots are in 
the Florida Keys, Ozarks, Wisconsin, the 
Often, you 
have to scout.the land yourself. If it's 
government-owned, slap down a $10 filing 





fee, and you get first crack at buying it. 
You put up $5/yr. while you're making 
"improvements" (putting up a sign is an 
improvement) and then a government ap- 
praiser comes out, inspects it and tags it 
with a price, OFTEN DIRT CHEAP. FOR A SLAB 
OF OZARK LAND, contact the District For- 
ester, Bureau of Land Management, Box 189, 
Russelville, Ark. He'll send you maps and 
minimum prices. The country there is 
chock full of deer, quail, ducks and rugged 
scenery. . . e 

Here's what happens when you leave a 
waiter a bum tip in a restaurant in China. 
He goes up to a balcony and ANNOUNCES THE 
AMOUNT OF THE TIP TO THE WHOLE RESTAU- 
RANT. 6s 

ONE MORE CRAZY NEW CAR OFFER: A Los Angeles 
Pontiac dealer will give you a day's pay if 
you take the day off to buy anew car. ... 

ROCKHOUNDS (there are a quarter of a 
million of them) really going to town these 
days. They're finding good Wyoming jade 
all over the place (IT RETAILS FOR ABOUT 
$50/1b.) One sharp-eyed rockhound came up 
with a jade boulder worth $250,000. ... 

There's a way to completely insulate the 
attic of a five-room house with aluminum 
for $50. That way, you don’t have to sink 
money into an air conditioner. ... 


MEN IN UNIFORM 


OFFICERS GET ULCERS TWICE AS FREQUENTLY 
AS ENLISTED MEN. .. GIs squawking because 
they can't get free wine, free tobacco, 
free postage stamps like French soldiers in 
Morocco. But Frenchies get $1.20/month 
in pay, which explains everything. ... 

Most fascinating new piece of battle 
equipment is a handheld TV camera that 
allows soldier-—scouts to send battle pic- 
tures back to command post .. . ROCKOONS 
ARE ANOTHER DEADLY WEAPON IN OUR ARSENAL. 
They're rockets carried by balloons. ... 

Confiscated Korean Red reports prove that 
Chinese Reds were scared stiff of Marines, 
avoided meeting them wherever possible. 

ONE OF THE MORE RIDICULOUS MARINE 
RITUALS is shaving every morning for 
everyone, including the 17-year-olds 
whose faces are still smooth as babies’ 
DACKS.«...s 

If you think there’s friction between 
Navy and Air Force guys, you ought to tune 
in on some of the squawking between sub- 
marine officers of the Navy and Navy air 
admirais . .. Russia now has seven times 
more submarines than Germany had at the 
start of World War II. ... 


I call this machine 








What a fellow makes in his regular job today is hardly 
enough to make ends meet. Higher taxes, higher costs of 
food and rent and almost everything else raise hob with 
the savings account. And I say that what a fellow puts 
away is even more important than what he makes. It 
would worry me sick if I couldn’t save a little against 
ss F a rainy day. 

And that makes it almost nec- 
essary to make some extra money. 
There are lots of ways to do it, too. 
The magazines and newspapers are 
full of ads for agents to sell things. 
But if I had to make a living by 
selling, from house-to-house, I’m 
afraid I’d starve to death. I like to 
make something with my hands and 
either sell it by mail or let the stores sell it for me. 
There are lots of people like me. 

Another thing: Lots of men—and women, too— 
don’t want to get mixed up with something that might 
hurt them on their jobs. They want a plan they can 
operate at home—1in spare time—one that they can 
work at any time they please and one that doesn’t need 
any rented store or hired help. And that’s where my 
little money maker rings the bell. 

Let’s say you’re like me. You 
want to make some extra money but 
you don’t want to do any selling. All 
right—take a look at what you can 
do with this machine. I’ll give you 
some facts that I discovered and 
— your own common sense will tell you 
they’re true. 

If you’re going to make some- 
thing, it ought to be something that lots of people want 
—something that lots of people buy. It shouldn’t be 
something that sells at just certain seasons — but all 
year round. And, it shouldn’t be any flash in the pan. 
It’s got to be steady—year after year—something that’s 
not here today and gone tomorrow. 

Well, give a thought to this: What’s more permanent 
than babies? Ever since I can remember there’s been 
more and more babies born every year. Last year three 
and a half million. This year more. Next year, more 
yet. Then answer this question and tie it in with your 
thinking: What’s stronger than mother’s love for her 
baby? And what is more powerful than love orsentiment 
in making people buy things. Now you’ve got the idea. 

Every year millions of mothers want their babies’ 
first shoes preserved as mementos. These mothers have 
the shoes ‘‘bronzed”’ as they call it—by electroplating. 
Electroplating coats theshoes with copper and preserves 
them forever. And there’s no big company that has a 
corner on the business of metalizing baby shoes. Almost 
all of this work is done by little fellows in their kitchens 


“My Little Money Maker” 


It can be put anywhere in the house—in the 
kitchen, the basement, or the attic and it goes 
on making money for you whether you’re there 
or not. Three times a day—while you’re at 
work, while you’re asleep, or at the movies— 
it turns out a product that sells for $6 and the 
cost of raw materials is only 54c. It will make 
6 a day, and the profit on eachis more than 
$5.00. I'll be glad to tell you how to get one of 
these little money makers working for you. 


or basements. Lots of orders come 
to you by mail when you send out 
circulars letting mothers know you 
can do the work. Lots of stores take 
orders, but they have to turn the 
work over to you. There are six or 
seven ways to get orders without 
making any house-to-house calls. 
The big jobis keeping up with them. 
“a You see, you can clean up six 
pair shoes in a few minutes. Ina few minutes more you 
can dip them in the hardening solution like you see in 
the picture. Then you spray them with a conductive 
coating and hang two pair in the tank on copper wires. 
Just turn the switch and walk away. The machine does 
the rest. Eight hours later those shoes are ready to take 
out of the tank, burnish and mount and ship or deliver. 
Two pair every eight hours, whether you are asleep, 
awake or at the movies. The materials cost 54c a pair. 
The retail price you get for electro- 
plating is $6.00—so the profit is more 
than $5.00 a pair. Since you can do 
six pair a day you can see what the 
profit is, and the beauty of it is that 
the machine doesn’t cost much. Al- 
most anyone can afford the equip- 
ment. The book tells how to run 
the machine and how to get orders 
without house-to-house selling. 


If you’ll just put your name and address on the cou- 
pon and mail it to me, I’ll send you all the information 
right away by mail. After you have read all this you 
will know what you want to do. It will be easy to de- 
cide whether you would like to have a “Little Money 
Maker’ of your own. Everything I send you now is free 
There is no catch to it and nobody will call to try to 
sell you anything. I’ll send everything free and postage 
paid. All you have to do is mail the coupon, get the 
facts and then decide. Mail the coupon right away so I 
can help you get started making money. 


Ned A. Mason, 1512 Jarvis Ave., Ghicago 26, Ill, 
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| Ned A. Mason 
1512 Jarvis Ave., Chicago 26, Ill. 








Please tell me about the seven different ways to make money at | 
home in spare time with your ‘‘Little Money Maker.’’ It is under- [ 
stood that no salesman will call and it is up to me to decide what 

I want to do. Everything you send me now is free and will not | 
cost me a penny now or ever. 


Name. oe eo ee eee | 
Address 3-222 oe eee | 
Citys ees Zone ____.. Statess ss | 


[ 

| 

| 

{ 

[ [ 
| 

[ 

L 


49 


50 





Fire had caved in the after bulkheads, 
flames spread and shot through the vents 
and hatches high as the mast. On deck, 
cased cylinders of acetylene took a direct 
hit and the escaping gas, in addition to 
the thermite of incendiary shells, set the 
dunnage ablaze, destroying cargo life rafts 
consigned to Freetown. 

Only one raft remained intact; I or- 
dered it cut away. Then I ordered the 
launching of the only boat not yet riddled 
by shellfire. M.S. Kelso Fundy was a pyre 
from stem to stern, running completely 
in circles, undeniably finished. 

I was assisted into the lifeboat and we 
began our descent, maybe 12 of us. A 
man beside me pointed to the stern where 
some of the crew were climbing down 
ropes. Then his hand swung to the bow 
where another group was trying to lower 
a ladder. 

“Jump! For God’s sake, jump!” Luor- 
ney screamed as 400 gallons of paint sud- 
denly exploded in the locker abaft the 
gun. That, combined with the already 
bursting acetylene cylinders, finished the 
bow. It was screened from us by a pall of 
dense smoke, and we didn’t see the men 
again. But we could smell them burning. 

We were a few yards from the water 
when the U-boat emerged, guns blazing, 
behind the stern. Shells began popping at 
once. The davit supporting our boat took 
one, and was sheared. Then a cascade of 
line, tackle and twisted steel rained down, 
deluging the boat. I didn’t jump; I 
couldn’t. I slid under a thwart to the 
lurid accompaniment of machine-gun fire 
and crashing davit, and mercifully 
blacked out. 


NTIL that night—December 19, 1941 

—Kelso Fundy’s luck had bordered 
on the phenomenal. A veteran of nine 
cargo hauls totaling 921,000 gallons, the 
ship had survived the Murmansk, West 
Africa and Aruba runs. She was 18 years 
old, and in two years of globe-trotting 
she’d laughed at a slew of Nazi sub- 
marines. She was Canadian, operating on 
triple expansion Scotch boilers that gave 
her 3,000 horsepower and-a middling 
speed of 9.5. 

Despite her low-speed handicap, she’d 
had a bundle of horseshoes tucked down 
in her bilges. She was known on the 
Aruba coast as the Deliverer—always 
came through. Actually, the name had 
been hung on her at Murmansk because 
she was usually the slowest ship in the 
convoy. She was mine. 

On December 7, we checked out of 
Aruba, unescorted, with a cargo of 96,000 
gallons of fuel oil destined for Freetown, 
Sierre Leone. We were to fuel a British 
squadron, then hightail it back for an- 
other load. 


The second load would carry.us to 
Halifax, by way of New York. We’d pick 
up a T-2 in the roads, then convoy with 
screen—a luxury—and return comfort- 
ably. 

We cleared Aruba and, several hours 
later, received the tragic news of Pearl 
Harbor. I ordered a minute of silence, 
then gave the deck to my second, John 
Price, and walked back to my cabin for 
a drink. 


ier BEEN at war almost two years, I’d 
lived through the worst maritime 
hell war had to throw at a ship. Beneath 
the “Tc H & Co” diamond designator on 
the stack were two Nazi flags credited the 
ship. Few merchants, if amy tankers at 
all, up to that point, had scored as high 
as we: a medium Heinkel and a U-boat. 
The forward gun crew had clobbered the 
Heinkel outside the mooring at Scapa 
Flow; the U-boat was caught when she 
fired a bow shot brace at 1,200 yards and 
failed to dive in time. We cut her right 
in half. © 

Somehow, after a while, even I came to 
think of the MS Kelso Fundy as the 
Galloping Ghost, or the Deliverer. Osten- 
sibly, she was just another 12,000-tonner, 
one among many—yet she was more than 
that, and to my mind she deserved a 
more dignified end than shellfire. 

At 2030, December 19, the ship was 
208 miles northwest of Freetown on a 
zigzag course that would put us at Sierra 
Leone Light the following evening. The 
African night was clear and warm, and 
the sea calm. Behind the wheelhouse, the 
moon was cresting the wash in silver iri- 
descence. I was standing on the starboard 
wingtip, a cup of coffee in my hands, 
talking with John Price, the second. 

Chief Engineer Chaffa had just left the 
bridge after delivering an ultimatum for 
another wiper, and Price was saying all 
chiefs were essentially misanthropes, in 
his perfectly candid opinion. I couldn’t 
agree. I told him I’d known Chaffa for 
about 16 years and a more congenial 
character never breathed. He liked peo- 
ple enough to teach them the game of 
cribbage. It was only when his pupils 
started drubbing the master that the 
master wanted new pupils. I surmised 
this was the case of the wiper. 

I finished my coffee and stood beside 
Mr. Price as he fished out a sextant. 
Luorney, a very able seaman, gave me a 
big wink for backing the engineer. I 
winked back. 

“Light off the quarter!” 

I rushed to the port wingtip and saw 
it. It stayed on for almost a minute, at a 
distance of several miles. 

“Mark it!” I snapped, pulling out the 
plug to the engine-room speaker. “I want 


U-BOAT 


ON OUR TAIL 


Continued from page 15 


all you’ve got, Chaffa. 
tailed!” 

“Aw, damn it! I’m right in the middle 
of a game, Cap’n!” the chief bellowed. 
“Do what I can...” 

I went back to the wingtip a moment 
later, but the light had vanished. 

“New course: two-seven-zero! Ahead 
full!” 

“Two-seven-zero! 
sir.” 

_ Price brought the ship to general quar- 
ters and both guns were soon manned. An 
hour later, when nothing had happened, 
I ordered the secure. I went below and 
flopped on my bunk fully dressed. I must 
have dozed, because we were already afire 
when shell concussion jarred me off my 
bunk. 

I made the bridge three--steps at a 
time, stuck my head out and saw flashes 
abaft the starboard beam. She’s low on 
torpedoes, I thought. I hit the general 
alarm and we steered hard left, then 
swung again so that both guns could be 
brought to bear. We had a chance. Also 
we had 96,000 gallons and a speed of only 
9.5! We had an excellent chance—of dy- 
ing. 

The stern gun began banging out shells 
in reply, but the sub, with her superior 
speed and firepower, kept out of range 
and kept hitting us. I knew our legend 
was at an end, yet I gave the order and 
we came about full. Then we bore off 
slightly so that both guns could smash 
back. 

I don’t believe we did much damage to 
the submarine—we were too far gone 
after the second shell. It hit No. 2 tank 
and a wall of flames shot skyward. Then 
the galley took a direct hit, and after that 
the acetylene cylinders. I wanted desper- 
ately to close, but she avoided us skill- 
fully, darting in, pulling back, running 
close under the stern—so close the stern 
gun couldn’t bear, so close that the men 
could look down on the sub’s deck. But 
they couldn’t return fire. 

All this I remembered as the concus- 
sion of the lifeboat suddenly ended. I was 
buried under tackle and broken davit. 
Men were shouting beyond us.-In the 
boat with me, two. sailors were throwing 
debris over the side. We were still caught 
by the painter and the sub’s searchlight 
was sweeping the vessel, framing us and 
then firing down our throats. Fifty-caliber 
machine gun bullets were spattering on 
the sea like a summer hailstorm. And my 
pants were soaked with blood from my 
shattered right foot. 

When I moved my head I thought it 
would come off. I reached behind my left 
shoulder and felt warm stickiness. More 
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In the heart of every bald man 
there is a secret wish... 


He may laugh with the punsters who call him “Curly,” 
or he may be bitter from the thoughtless gibes of his 
fellows. But whatever his outward attitude, deep 
down in his heart he'd like to be as other men are—to 
have a full head of hair. 

What he wouldn't give to go away on a two weeks’ 
vacation and come back with a thick thatch. 

Boy! He wouldn't mind being talked about then. 
He'd be “Curly” in fact... wonderful! | 

We wish it were, indeed, possible to grow a full 
head of hair in two weeks, but unfortunately science 
hasnt yet, with all its advances, achieved this miracle. 
, HERE’S NEW HOPE 
Today, however, bald and balding men and women— 
and children—have new hope for hair regrowth with- 
out expensive office calls—from the wonderful Bran- 
denfels Scalp and Hair Applications and Massage. 

More than 20,000 reports (CPA audit and sworn 
affidavit), from every state in the Union and all over 
the free world, have come to Carl Brandenfels telling 
of these much appreciated benefits: 


@ Renewed Hair Growth  @ Less Excessive Falling Hair 
© Relief of Dandruff Scale @ Improved Scalp Conditions 


Even on totally bald heads the hair roots (follicles) 
beneath the surface of the skin may still be alive wait- 
ing only for the proper stimulation to begin producing 
again. This has been medically proven to be so. 

If you, or someone you know, have excessively fall- 
ing hair, a rapidly receding hair line, or other un- 
healthy scalp condition, DON'T WAIT! You owe it 
to yourself, to your family and to your business asso- 
ciates to give the Brandenfels Home-System a thor- 
ough trial. The important thing is to startnow! Every 
day you wait may make your problem more difficult. 


NO EXPENSIVE OFFICE CALLS 
Right in the privacy of your own home you may enjoy 
the benefits of the Brandenfels System—without ex 
pensive office calls. While it is not possible to guar- . 
antee new hair growth since not every user has so 
reported, Carl Brandenfels does emphatically believe 
that his formulas and unique pressure massage will 
bring about a more healthy condition of the scalp that 
in many cases helps nature grow hair. Remember, even 
on bald heads the hair roots may still be alive! 
Brandenfels wonderful formulas are non-sticky, 
“with a “clean” aroma, and they will not rub off on bed 





Make Your Decision 


Y We: Before It’s Too Late! 
CARL BRANDENFELS, St. Helens, Oregon 


I've made my decision! Please send me—in plain wrapper —a 5-week supply of Bran- « 
denfels Scaip & Hair Applications & Massage with directions for use in my own home. 


IMPORTANT 


When filling out 
this order please 
check X the fol- 
lowing on which 
you want specific 
information, 


G L enclose $18 (includes Federal tox, postage ond mailing). Ship prepaid. 
Cl enclose $20.for RUSH air shipment {APO, FPO, or U.S.A.). 
(3 C.0.D. — | agree to pay postman the $18 plus postal charges. 











: N ; 
linens or hat bands. They are pleasant and easy to use. Soe Sate 
Your scalp always F-E-E-L-S so good afterwards! haces 
p y g Address D Tight, Itchy 
RIGHT NOW IS THE TIME TO START Se Sen eee aoe 
s 2 J _ LJ Ugly Dandruff 
Right now send for a; five week supply of the Bran Cash orders ore pharmaceutically compounded, shipped immediately, postage prepaid. Scale 
denfels Scalp and Hair Applications, with complete C.O.D. orders are compounded after prepaid orders are filled. LD Alopecia 
easy to follow instructions for use, and for the massage. No C.0.D. orders to APO or FPO addresses or to foreign countries (postal regulations). Same 


Enclose $18 (includes Federal Tax, postage, mail- 
ing). For U.S. or APO or FPO air shipments add $2 
(total $20). Order from Carl Brandenfels, St. Helens. 

- Oregon. Make your decision now, before it’s too late! 


WHY YOU CAN ORDER WITH CONFIDENCE 
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All letters and testimonials quoted here 
are bona fide. All scalp pictures are just 
as photographed — never retouched. 

Against a common disbelief in hair re- 
growth Carl Brandenfels relies on the 
expert opinion of competent medical doc- 
tors and clinicians who conducted tests 
and made observations that showed hair 
regrowth in many cases with the use of 
Brandenfels Home System. 

In addition, more than 20,000 letters 
and reports telling of hair regrowth, re- 
lief from dandruff scale, less excessive 


hair fall and improved scalp conditions, 
have been audited and attested to by out- 
side, impartial, licensed CPA's. 


There are Brandenfels users in every 


state and also in more than 80 foreign 
countries in the free world. 

Testimonials may be seen 
at St. Helens, Oregon when bald 
permission has been given. Si 
References: U. S$, National = 
Bank, Bank of St. Helens, a= 
Chamber of Commerce—all &. 
of St. Helens, Oregon. = 
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“My wife—o nurse—and my 
friends marvel at my new 
hair growth. | was getting 
bald but | grew new hair 
when I used the Brandenfels 
Home System and Massage.” 
Wallace Day, 110 Court St., 
Apt. 1F, White Plains, N. Y. 








LOOK AT THESE MEN NOW! 


“I had a huge bald spot on 
the back of my head before | 
used your formulas and mas- 
sage. Half of this is now cov- 
ered with small, short hair. 
The other half is already be- 
ginning to grow hair.”” W. D. 
Glasscock, 1903 Nueces, Apt. 
C, Austin, Texas. 





“My hair was foiling rapidly 
for 5 years. After using the 
Brandenfels Home System of 
Applications and Special 
Massage, fuzz grew in bald 
spots, and then the fuzz 
turned to real brown hair.” 
Horoid H. Ott, 1435, Fed- 
eral Ave., Los Angeles. 
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shrapnel. I looked down over the broken 
center thwart and saw the mashed heap 
of three dead seamen. 

Suddenly, a tremendous explosion 
rocked the ship as the No. 4 tank blew 
sky high. An instant later, flaming oil 
spread out over the water beside the ship 
and we were enveloped in fire. The man 
closest to the painter began cutting the 
snarled line with his knife. I finished the 
job after a machine-gun bullet hit him in 
the head and he toppled into the water, 
dead. 

The few of us left alive in the lifeboat 
were ducked down, rowing from a kneel- 
ing position and fighting fire at the same 
time. But the sub still wouldn’t let up. 
She kept pouring rounds into the doomed 
tanker from a distance of 600 yards. And 
all the time we kept praying she’d keep 
her gun on the ship. She did, but there 
were only five of us alive when we finally 
drifted out of the blazing waters. 

The boom boom boom of our tanks was 
constant, endless. And when the maga- 
zines exploded, we could hear chunks of 
steel dropping into the water. I was sure 
we were finished—completely finished. 
After another 30 minutes, the sub dis- 
appeared. 

She passed close aboard, slowing to 
look us over, and we ducked to the bot- 
tom of the lifeboat. Several of the men 
were sprawled grotesquely over the oars, 
lifeless. Apparently she was satisfied. 

I lay slumped in the peak, too sick and 
weak to move. It was night turned into 
day, and the expressions of the men in 
the boat were clear and readable. I could 
hear only the sound of screaming and 
voluminous explosions as the tanker kept 
blowing apart. Then I lost consciousness. 

There were still five of us alive the next 
morning, but only four by late afternoon. 
We'd drifted some miles to the south and, 
when my head cleared slightly, I ordered 
up the sail and A. B. Marcus brought her 
about for a shore course. 

We had lifesaving equipment and fresh 
water in the locker. We leaked some and 
did our poor best plugging with bits of 
debris. Then articles of the five deceased 
men I collected and stored in the medical 
chest. I was naked except for my- pants, 
burned and covered with a film of oil. 

That evening we buried the five men. 
Oiler Jackson became violently delirious 
and died by sundown. I was unconscious 
most of the time after that, and it was 
Marcus who fired the flares at the British 
Royal Mail liner Gascony. They brought 
us aboard, then cut the boat adrift. 


HAD two operations and chunks of 

shrapnel in my back. It was almost 
seven months before I could walk again. 
During that time, the four of us kept in 
contact. We were in the sickbay—the big 
white basket-littered sickbay of the Ox- 
fordshire. Four out of 58 men. 

A Lancaster sank the gutted remains of 
my ship the morning after we were hit. It 
wasn’t much, they said. They just opened 
one of those Nazi shell holes with a 500- 
pound bomb and she settled quickly by 
the stern. It wasn’t much at all, they 
said; and anyway, the bombardier needed 
oo4¢ 





American automobile manufac- 
turers are offering so many color, 
equipment and upholstery options 
these days that it is actually possi- 
ble for them to produce over two 
million cars without a single dupli- 
cation. This is PRODUCTION. 
LINE CUSTOMIZING no matter 
how you look at it . .. Some of 
the smaller producers, like Stude- 
baker-Packard, are building cars 
on dealer orders only, each one 
with specific instructions from a 
customer ... Takes a bit longer but 
it eliminates expensive stockpiling. 


The trend to push-buttons con- 
tinues . . . Not only will several 
other makes follow Chrysler Corp. 
and Packard with push-button 
transmission controls for °57, but 
we will begin to see PUSH-BUT- 
TON TURN INDICATORS, elimi- 
nating the levers now used... . 
Chrysler will go half way and em- 
ploy toggle switches for this pur- 
pose . .. Now that hand signals 
and clutches have all but disap- 
peared it seems obvious that the 
entire left side of a driver’s body 
will soon be extinct . . . Isn’t it a 
shame that EVOLUTION ISN'T 
KEEPING UP WITH AUTO EN. 
GINEERING? 


Ford Motor Company has indi- 
cated that although they now have 
a name for their new “E” car it is 
still a big secret and the car itself 
won't be on the market until 1958. 
Whatever it’s called, THE NEW 
FORD PRODUCT WILL HAVE A 
SEPARATE DEALER ORGANI- 
ZATION and will be in a highly 
competitive medium-priced brack- 
et . . . probably somewhere in the 
range now dominated by Buick... 
Ford says that total development 
costs on the new line will come to 
$250: million. 

You can buy the biggest, hot- 
test and most expensive car on 
the market and the thing won’t 
run worth a darn if your spark 
plugs aren’t running right .. . 


There are all sorts of “super” 
plugs on the market today with 
multiple electrodes and _ special 
wide-heat-range insulators, and 
even one amazing SPARK PLUG 
THAT FIRES WHILE IM- 
MERSED IN OIL . . . The only 
trouble is that our latest V-8 en- 
gines are so complicated that it’s 
a good trick just to find the plugs 
... If you really want your spark 
plugs checked or changed, make 
sure you stand there while the 
mechanic does the job... You 
can’t blame him for wanting to 
find short cuts on something that 
pays him only a couple of bucks 
and can take over an hour... In 
many cars the generator must be 
removed to get at one or more of 
the spark plugs and IF YOUR 
CAR HAS AN AIR CONDITION- 
ER IT CAN TAKE ALMOST TWO 
HOURS TO CHANGE ALL EIGHT 
PLUGS. 


It is a good idea during the hot 
summer and early fall months to 
check the water level in your radi- 
ator every time you get gas... but 
be sure you DON’T FILL THE 
RADIATOR TOO MUCH, especially 
when the engine is cold .. . It’s 
true that some of the excess water 
does run out the overflow tube 
right away, but this still leaves the 
radiator full right up to the neck 
. . . When the water gets hot it 
will expand and a siphoning action 
may be set up whereby most of the 
water will be sucked right out 
through the overflow tube before it 
even gets a chance to boil . . . This 
will leave you in worse shape than 
if you hadn’t filled the radiator at 
all... It’s a good idea, by the way, 
to check that overflow tube to make 
sure it isn’t clogged . . . If it is, hot 
water or steam may be forced under 
pressure out the relief valve of the 
radiator cap. Remember, YOUR 
CAR NEEDN’T BOIL OVER TO 
LOSE ALL THE WATER IN ITS 
RADIATOR! o¢¢ 
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. PAINTS ROOMS, FURNITURE, CAR IN 
MINUTES...SAVES WORK AND MONEY 


Sprays Glossy And Flat Paints, Enamel, Var- 
nish... Great For Mothproofing— Weed Spraying 


You’ve never seen a handier Work- 
Time-and-Money-Saver than this New 
BURGESS ELECTRIC SPRAYER ... 
with all the Built-in automatic Features 
you'd expect in only much higher priced 
items (and even then you could not get 
more value, or greater convenience !). 
You can Spray just about anything 
that “pours” ... Paint, Enamel, Var- 
nish, Insecticide, Moth-Proofer, Liquid 
Weed Killers or Fertilizers . . . save 
90% of the usual work—at BIG Money 
Savings! It won’t rust ... can’t foul 
or clog... light-weight, with adjust- 
able nozzle spray . .. continuous even- 
spray guaranteed . . . instant trigger 
control . . . Saves on paint, eliminates 
waste . . . needs no motor or extras of 
any kind... try it at our risk for 10 
days or no cost to you! 
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To prove to you how easy and econom- 


You can now own and enjoy this completely 
Automatic BURGESS ELECTRIC SPRAYER 
—the same famous, Precision-engineered elec- 
tric Sprayer now used in thousands of homes, 
factories, farms and industries. Uncondition- 
ally guaranteed to give you results SUPERIOR 
to professional painting or rolling—or it won’t 
cost you one red cent! Manufactured and Fully 
guaranteed by BURGESS—one of America’s 
largest makers of Precision Electric Tools... 
and your total cost, including everything you 
need is only $12.95. You need no experience 
to successfully use this Time-Work-and-Money- 
Saver! Try it for 10 Days, at our Risk or 
return for full and prompt refund. Don’t delay 
—send the coupon now and you can start 
SPRAYING in a few days! 

This is Another SPECIAL VALUE 

Tested and Recommended by 

BEST BUYS Dept. C-429 

667 Madison Avenue, New York 21, N. Y. 


ical it is to own and use the BURGESS 
Electric Sprayer we invite you to use it 
for ten days in your own home, farm or 
shop. If it doesn’t perform exactly as we 
say—ship it back within 10 days and 
the entire purchase price will be promptly 
refunded, no questions asked. People, 
like yourself, from coast-to-coast have 
sent us Testimonial Letters saying ‘“‘how 
easy,”’ “‘how useful,’’ ‘“‘how convenient,” 
“how much money was saved’’—so this 
10 Day NO-RISK-TO-YOU offer is made 
with complete confidence in your satisfac- 
tion, or no cost to you. 


UNCONDITIONAL GUARANTEE 
OF YOUR FULL 
SATISFACTION 


Because this BURGESS Electric Sprayer 
offers practically every proved and wanted 
advantage for saving work, time and 
money for you—if you use Paint inside or 
outside your home, or if you use it for 
Car Painting, Mothproofing or weed spray- 
ing , . . it is unconditionally Guaranteed 
to give you Fuil Satisfaction—or use for 
10 Days at our expense and return within 
that time for Full Refund. Mail the coupon 
today. your postman will deliver it to you 
ready-to-use! 


Mail Today 
SEND NO MONEY “xt! 
FREE Trial Offer 
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Fanny White, the queen of tarts, on his 
arm. 

“Your Majesty,” he said, dead pan, 
“may I present to you a distinguished 
American lady, Miss Bennett of New 
York.” 

The transatlantic insult reached Man- 
hattan and burned up Bennett, though it 
never leaked out to the Queen. 

But diplomatic custom decreed that the 
wife of the legation’s secretary should 
assume her place as the official legation 
hostess. So Dan brought Teresa to Lon- 
don, returning Fanny to her noble profes- 
sion. In London, Teresa—with her great 
dark eyes, lithe body, taut breasts and 
hoydenish spirit—became popular as the 
“little American.” Buchanan himself, a 
64-year-old bachelor, fell for her in his 
“Jast call” romance. Dan knew about 
their goings-on. 


NE night he confronted his wife. 

“Terry, you don’t have to be with 
Old Buck day and night—behaving like a 
hussy in public, It doesn’t take much to 
set all London talking.” 


Terry looked up at him with a half 


smile. “After all, Dan, they talk about 
your philandering, too, don’t they?” 
Dan grinned, said nothing more about 
it. Actually, he was using his wife to ob- 
tain a hold on Buchanan. A few months 
later, Dan announced excitedly to Terry: 
“Old Buck wants me to go back at once 
and start campaigning for his nomination. 
With Jim in the White House—I’m next!” 
Incredibly, Daniel Edgar Sickles really 
expected to be President himself some day. 
With Sickles working like a beaver be- 
hind the political scenes and raising huge 
campaign funds from Wall Street finan- 
ciers, Buchanan was swept into the White 
House. Dan got himself elected to Con- 
gress from New York—with the aid of 


some thousands of “votes” imported from ° 


Brooklyn. 

At the nation’s capital, Mr. and Mrs. 
Sickles took over a famous mansion on 
Lafayette Square which was practically a 
part of the White House grounds, A crony 
of the new President, Dan entertained 
lavishly, his expenses largely paid by a 
lobbyist for a steamship company. 

Congressman Sickles became a power in 
Washington — until Terry’s fatal affair 
with Key, popular son of the writer of 
“The Star-Spangled Banner,’ ended in 
bloodshed. Barton Key, a widower who 
had a deft touch with the women, met 
Terry when he was called in to handle 
_ some legal matter for Dan. With Sickles 
too busy politicking to take his wife to 
balls, Key found himself escorting the 
petite, sensuous Terry. 


THE GENERAL WHO 
GOT AWAY WITH MURDER 


Continued from page 35 


While Dan was away “on business,” 
Key and Terry would take long rides, meet 
for cozy teas, attend the theater, remain 
in the Sickles’ library until dawn. They’d 
rendezvous at cemeteries while the Sickles’ 
coachman snoozed. Finally, Key rented a 
house on 15th Street near the Sickle home. 
There, he’d attach a red ribbo. to the 
shutters to show Terry the way was clear 
and she’d arrive soon after in her black 
cloak and bonnet, a black velvet shawl 
half hiding her face. All Washington knew 
about the trysts—except Dan _ Sickles, 
master philanderer. — 

One day an anonymous note tipped 
him off to the love nest on 15th Street. 
Refusing to believe it, he asked friends 
to investigate, then he himself questioned 
neighbors. Undoubtedly the woman in 
black was Terry. 

The canny Sickles, to provide evidence 
for later eventualities, forced Terry to 
sign a confession. 

What prompted the unpredictable 
Sickles to murder Key, no one will ever 
know. Evidently his pride was hurt more 
than his virtue. Certainly, as a New York 
Post editorial was to point out, “dishonor 
was a term of strange sound when uttered 
by such a man as Sickles.” 

-After the killing, Dan surrendered to 
the attorney general, whose protégé he’d 
been, and asked for a speedy trial. The 
jail he was escorted to was a foul hole, 
swarming with bedbugs. In characteristic 
fashion, Sickles got the warden to give 
up his own room. In jail, Dan was visited 
by the vice-president, Cabinet members, 
the speaker of the House, other person- 
ages. He even received a kind note from 
the President expressing sympathy. 

The juicy trial, lasting 20 days, was a 
sensational farce. Dan Sickles sat through 
it calmly, impeccably groomed in gray 
striped trousers, black frock coat, a choker 
collar and broad black bow tie, the essence 
of dignity. On his side were no less than 
eight of the country’s leading criminal 
lawyers. For the prosecution there was 
only one government attorney, fearful of 
displeasing the President. The principal 
witness was never called to the stand. 

Dan’s lawyers pictured him as the “de- 
fender of the marriage bed.” His case 
made history, for it was the first suc- 
cessful plea of temporary insanity. The 
defense held that the murder was com- 
mitted “under the impact of such grief 
and rage and jealousy as rendered the ac- 
cused temporarily insane.” 

Of course, Dan Sickles was acquitted. 
But the reckless rascal was still full of 
surprises. Even while the trial was going 
on, he was writing letters to Terry, enclos- 
ing kisses. Three months after the trial, he 


boldly. announced that he and his wife 
had reunited. Washington was flabber- 
gasted; after all, such a reconciliation 
was out of kilter with an age that neatly 
divided women into “sainted mother,” 
“oure virgin” and “fallen woman.” 

The truth was, though, that Terry had 
threatened to publicize some damaging 
letters she held and certain promissory 
notes that Dan had forged, using his 
father-in-law’s signature. Blandly, Dan ex- 
plained his extraordinary action. “I am 
not aware of any code of morals which 
makes it infamous to forgive a woman.” 
But Washington ostracized him. 

Terry, meanwhile, had taken to drugs 
and she became an addict. Tuberculosis 
set in and eight years later she died. Her 
rosewood coffin was borne by 12 pall- 
bearers, including four major generals. 


HOUGH deserted by many of his 

friends. Sickles was far from licked. 
The Civil War came to his rescue. He 
recruited five regiments for the Union 
cause. Years before, he’d spent a little 
time with the state militia, reaching the 
rank of major; in England, he had pro- 
moted himself to the colonelcy. If he 
raised a brigade of men, he’d be paid off 
with the shining star of a brigadier general. 

When Sickles received his first check 
from a Union Defense Committee to help 
cover his brigade’s expenses, he remarked 
to a friend: “This is the biggest confi- 
dence game that ever was played.” 

As he made that observation, Dan had 
only 19 cents of his own in the world. By 
the time he left for Washington, the su- 
pef-patriot had accumulated a total of 
some $400,000 in debts to merchants for 
what he called his Excelsior Brigade. To 
house his men, he paid $500 for a tent. 
Indignant citizens raged: “An imperial 
marquee for this rajah brigadier!” Dan 
calmly replied that he’d bought a-second- 
hand tent from his friend, P. T. Barnum. 
But he also had chits for $147 for “baths 
and barbering” and $316 for a refrigera- 
tor to store his delicacies. 

The astounding Sickles, an expert at 
subtle persuasion, then got President Lin- 
coln to muster his Excelsior Brigade as 
U. S. Volunteers. Dan had previously met 
Lincoln when the President visited Con- 
gress. Always the opportunist, Dan was 
the first Democrat to greet the Repub- 
lican President and the two became 
friends. Naturally, Mrs. Lincoln took to 
him, too, though he never made an overt 
pass at her. So it wasn’t long before Dan 
Sickles was wearing the twin stars of a 
major general. Lincoln even took time out 
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WHEN YOU JOIN THE DOLLAR MYSTERY 
GUILD AND AGREE TO ACCEPT AS FEW 
AS FOUR NEW MYSTERIES (AT ONLY 
$1 EACH) DURING THE COMING YEAR 


WRIGHTSVILLE MURDERS by Ellery Queen. 576 
pages! All three of Ellery’s mystery novel ‘“‘clas- 
sics” in one super-sized triple-decker volume 
— Calamity Town, Ten Days’ Wonder and The 
Murderer is a Fox! Pub. ed. $3.95. 


TREASURY OF SHERLOCK HOLMES by Sir A. Conan 
Doyle. Big 630-page omnibus of the most thrilling 
tales from the casebook of the world’s master 
detective! 27 short-story adventures PLUS two 
complete novels. Pub. ed. $2.95. 


FULL HOUSE by Rex Stout. Try to out-guess Nero 
Wolfe in this 534-page hand-picked selection of 
his fastest-moving tales-TWO full-length novels 
plus THREE exciting novelettes. Pub. ed. $3.50. 


HICKORY DICKORY DEATH by Agatha Christie. A 
girls’ school is plagued by thefts . . . Hercule 
Poirot investigates . . . a pretty young student 
confesses . . . and then is murdered in her bed! 
Pub. ed. $3.00. 


TOP ASSIGNMENT by G. H. Coxe. After reporter 
Larry Palmer interviewed three different girls, 
they all met violence, one after another! Larry was 
wondering who would be next .. . when a knock 
came at his own door! Pub. ed. $2.75. 


BEFORE MIDNIGHT by Rex Stout. The world’s 
largest ad agency was sponsoring a million-dollar 
quiz—and someone had killed to learn the Big 
Answer. Now Nero Wolfe had to find the killer— 
before the contest ended in a “DEAD heat!” 
Pub. ed. $2.75. 


THE BASLE EXPRESS by Manning Coles. The wrong 
man had been murdered. Tommy Hambledon 
knew that the right man was still in danger. But 
he didn’t know that the man marked for death 
was ... Tommy Hambledon! Pub. ed. $2.75. 





ust imagine getting ALL these new 
books by top mystery authors for just 

a dollar. They’re worth $21.65 in pub- 
lishers’ editions, but you can have all 
seven in one giant package, if you join 
the Mystery Guild on this amazing offer. 


The club’s plan is simple and pop- 
ular: Each month the editorial board 
selects two top-notch new books — 
often by authors like Rex Stout, Ellery 


Queen and Agatha Christie. These are 
described to members well IN ADVANCE. If 
you don’t want a book, simply tell the Club. It 
will not be sent. You pay the postman nothing; 
bills are due only after you examine your 
selections. 

These brand new novels cost $2.50 to $3.50 
in the publishers’ editions. But members pay 
only ONE DOLLAR each (plus a few cents for 
shipping) for their hard bound, large sized 
volumes! Occasionally you wil have the oppor- 
tunity to choose extra-value, three-in-one op- 
tional selections at $1.49. But you buy only 
the books you want—as few as four $1.00 se- 
lections a year if you wish—and build a fine 
library almost for pennies. 

No wonder so many people consider Dollar 
Mystery Guild membership the greatest value 
in the world of books. t of all, if you join 
NOW, you can get SEVEN new books for 
ONE DOLLAR as a membership bonus! Send 
the coupon today! 


1 DOLLAR MYSTERY GUILD, Dept. CMG-9 
Garden City, N. Y. 
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rush me these new books worth $21.65 in pub- 
lishers’ editions. Later, I'll send only $1.00 (plus 
shipping) for the entire package. 
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in U. S. A. and Canada.) 





55 


56 


(Continued from page 54) 


to review the Excelsior Brigade before the 
White House. 

With the Army of the Potomac during 
winter encampment, General Sickles was 
the life of the party. He was the one who 
provided the entertainment at parties for 
officers, and headquarters was described 
by one observer as “a combination bar- 
room and bordello.” 

At the head of the Third Corps, Gen- 
eral Sickles took part in the battles of 
Antietam and Chancellorsville. While some 
war correspondents said he showed “skill 
and coolness,” others labeled him a “hum- 
bug, intriguer and demagogue.” 


T WAS at Gettysburg, one of the most 

bloody and bitter engagements of the 
war, that General Sickles reached both 
the lowest and highest points of his mili- 
tary career. The Confederates under Lee 
had moved to a spot within a few days’ 
march of Washington. The pitched battle 
at the sleepy village of Gettysburg was 
critical. 

General Meade, leading the Union 
forces, specifically ordered Sickles to place 


. his Third Corps along a line covering a 


crest called the Round Tops. Instead, 
Sickles sent his men down into Peach 
Orchard, forming a V spearhead far in 
front of the rest of the Union army, un- 
supported at either flank. General Sickles 
had chosen to disagree with his com- 
mander about the terrain assigned to him 





“American Embassy in Cairo? I'd like to check on a so-called white god.” 


and about Meade’s strategy. But his salient 
was indefensible. 

Sickles’ colossal blunder in disobeying 
Meade’s orders—and not telling him about 
his forward movement—almost lost the 
battle for the Blues and could have 
changed the course of history. The Con- 
federates came within an ace of breaking 
through and causing a rout. But Meade 
found out in time, stripped his whole 
line of reserves in a terrific effort to sup- 
port Sickles’ spearhead. 

In the death struggle, Sickles’ Third 
Corps was massacred. The field was an 
inferno, a chaos of fight-maddened men 


as the hot summer air was split by rebel 


yells, staccato musketry and the thunder 
of cavalry. After three hours, Sickles’ 
corps was crushed, leaving 6,000 wounded 
and dead on the field—a third of his men. 

Though the Union won the battle, 
Sickles was severely criticized for his 
rashness—all for political glory. Yet Dan 
got away with it—only because he was 
lucky enough to lose a leg in the battle! 

The sun was setting on the second day 
of Gettysburg when a cannon ball hit 
General Sickles on the right leg and left 


it hanging in shreds. Dan fell from his 


horse. His men picked him up, put him on 
a stretcher. Despite the shock, pain and 
loss of blood, Sickles took advantage of 
the dramatic moment. When he heard 
that his men thought he was killed, he 
took a cigar from a case in his pocket, 
lit it and made his exit with the Havana 
sticking jauntily from his mouth. 


At a field hospital, the leg was sawed off 
above the knee. Dan knew that leg was 
to be mighty important, so he had it care- 
fully wrapped up and preserved for future 
use. He was to parlay that leg into a ca- 
reer in itself, depositing it in a miniature 
coffin. For years afterward, he was to 
bring friends to the Army Medical Mus- 
eum to pay respect to his Gettysburg leg. 

Set up in a private home in Wash- 
ington, Dan was now a hero. One morning 
His Excellency the President, wearing his 
silk stovepipe hat and accompanied by his 
son Tad, walked in on Dan. Solicitously, 
Lincoln inquired about Sickles’ wound. 

“And what do the doctors say about 
you now, General?” asked Lincoln. 

“They tell me,” gasped Dan, always 
the actor, “that my condition is serious 
and that I had better put my affairs in 
order at once.” 

Lincoln reassured him. “General, listen 
—I am in a prophetic mood today; and I 
prophesy that you will soon be up and 
about and that you'll live to do many an 
important service for your country yet.” 

Naturally, Dan took the occasion to 
make a pitch for himself—explaining why 
he was right and Meade was wrong at 
Gettysburg, that General Sickles was 
really responsible for the victory. 

Disdaining a specially-made artificial 
leg, and usually using crutches to call at- 
tention to his heroic sacrifice, Sickles was 
soon clamoring for action, a frequent visi- 
tor at the White House. Often he accom- 
panied the President and the First Lady 
to the theater. Lincoln sent him on a con- 
fidential mission to the South to see how 
reconstruction and the Amnesty Procla- 
mation were working out. Then, in 1865, 
Sickles was: appointed a special envqy to 
Panama and Colombia. It was a mysteri- 
ous diplomatic venture and the only 
known results were several crates of wild 
animals that Dan brought back for the 
Central Park Zoo in New York. 


INCOLN’S assassination didn’t deprive 
Sickles of White House influence. 
President Johnson was another old friend 
and Dan was selected for the highly im- 
portant and delicate post of military gov- 
ernor of both Carolinas during the tense 
reconstruction period. 

At Charleston, he spent much of his 
time with fast women. During his hectic 
two-year reign, Sickles instituted martial 
law, needlessly threw citizens into military 
prison, seized funds in a bank. Carolinians 
hated his guts, called him a dictator, a 
despot and a one-man legislature. When 
Dan went so far as to defy a federal court 
order, President Johnson hit the ceiling, 
called him a “conceited cuckold” and fired 
him. 

Blandly, Sickles went en to literally 
“stump” the country, promoting General 
Grant’s candidacy for President. As a re- 
ward, one of Grant’s first moves when he 
entered the White House was to tap 
Sickles for envoy extraordinary and min- 
ister plenipotentiary to the court of Spain 
—then the toughest assignment in Europe. 
Dan took it because of his rabid ambition 
to present his country with Cuba on a sil- 
ver platter. Previously, we had tried to buy 
it for a mere $100,000,000. 
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I 
Dear Sid: Please send me your Free book with full ! 
details about your amazing studio GUITAR COURSE I 
on Records complete with text, music, and a profes- : 
i 
! 
j 
1 
I 





Spanish-type GUITAR. No obligation. No 
salesman will call. 


Cite Ne pera es Zone. . .State.. . 
0 Hf you have a phonograph, check here. 
= lf you have a guitar, check here. j 
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NATIONAL SCHOOL OF MEAT CUTTING, INC., Dept. K-48, Toledo 4, Ohio 


Send me FREE 52-page school catalog on LEARN-BY-DOING training in PROFIT- 
ABLE MEAT CUTTING, SUCCESSFUL MEAT MERCHANDISING and SELF- 
SERVICE MEATS at Toledo. No obligation. No salesman will call. 

(Approved for Training Korean Veterans) 


call. Send coupon in envelope or paste on postal 


card. Get all the facts NOW! G. !. APPROVED. 


National School Of Meat Cutting, Inc. 
Dept. K-48 Toledo 4, Ohio 
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NOW-Prepare for YOUR 
BIG OPPORTUNITY 


» in the 

| Booming 

Big-Profit 
Field of 


CUSTOM FURNITURE 
UPHOLSTERY 


* Get your copy of our FREE 
BOOK, “Your New Way to 
a Successful Career !”’ 108 fea- 
ture and spot illustrations, 
exciting facts about free 
furniture outfits and tool kits, 
work diagrams. This deluxe 
36-page book shows what 
UTS Training can mean to 
your BRIGHTER FUTURE 
—-__gives success _ stories 
YOU can follow! 

%* Read about the GREAT DE- 
MAND for YOUR SERV- 
ICES—as millions of new 
homes, higher incomes, create 
a growing, NATIONWIDE 
SHORTAGE of expert up- 
holsterers ! 

* Find out how You can be 
your own boss—or qualify for 
one of the well-paid. jobs 
waiting everywhere — make 
substantial sparetime earn- 
ings — develop a profitable 
homecraft! 


* Discover how You learn by 











doing AT HOME—with the Sree 

practical New York State-ap- | L- Weinberg 
proved Course. You learn to | 3y25:_!'vebeen 
be a skilled professional | per Behe $95 
craftsman under the personal | Sparetime whita 
supervision of top-notch up- | takinguTs 
holsterers! Training.” 





% Picture yourself earning 
while you learn—making good 
money RIGHT AWAY in 
your spare time at the same 
time you learn this fascinat- 
ing trade! We show you 
how! Many UTS students 
earn enough doing sparetime 
upholstery to end money wor- 
ries—SO CAN YOU! 

%* Experience the thrill of be- 
ing a skilled, trained, profes- 
sional upholsterer—enjoy a 
steady income, independence! 
Tired of bosses, layoffs, slack 
seasons? Custom upholstery 
offers you a golden opportu- 
nity to build a business at 
home, open your own shop, 
be your own boss, do clean, 
fascinating work, earn a good 
living all year ’round! 

%& See how you can start mak- 
ing furniture almost AT 
ONCE! Your course includes 
FREE, all tools, complete 
frames, materials and fabrics 
to make beautiful custom up- 
holstered furniture and Slip- 
covers you can sell or use 
yourself ! 

* Discover how amazingly 
EASY it is to learn! FREE 
sample Lesson shows you 
how! Course teaches you pro- 
fessional custom furniture 
upholstery, re-upholstering, 
furniture finishing and re- 
pairs, slipcover, cornice, 
cushion and drapery-making ! 


Mail Coupon Today! 
Training in N.Y.School also available 
APPROVED FOR VETERANS 


| Upholstery Trades School 
Dept. ER-1311, 721 Broadway, 
New York 3, N. Y. 


Please send me FREE book with FREE sample 






Paul de Vit 

former auto an 
chanic says: 
“Doubled “my 
income—am my 
own boss 

thanks to UTS 
training.” 








FREE TOOLS 
WITH COURSE! 


MATERIALS FREE 
WITH COURSE 
YOU MAKE 










Y OTTOMAN 
PLUS SLIP COVERS 


Yours to keep 
or sell_ 





lesson. No obligation — no salesman. 
O Home Study 


ON. ¥. Schoot 
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(Continued from page 56) 


Dan’s eight prodigious years in Spain 
were marked by international intrigue and 
amours. He secretly connived to depose 
the king, permitted plotters to use his 
home, played generous host at gaudy 
dinners. And as always, his lascivious, 
roving eye was busy. For a time he lived 
in open adultery with a Sefiora Domeriqy 
at the U. S. legation. And an American 
named Belknap was supposed to supply 
him with teen-age virgins. 

But his big, torrid amour was with 
Queen Isabella. The buxom, black-eyed 
Spanish queen had carelessly flaunted her 
affairs with one courtier after another, in- 
cluding grooms and guardsmen among her 
paramours. She was to give birth to five 
children of unidentified fathers. Her off- 
hand promiscuity outraged public opinion 
and in 1868 she had been banished from 
Spain. 

Dan had first met Isabella years before 
when he was in the London legation. Now, 
on a trip to Paris where she was living, 
they took up where they’d left off. She 
received him in “artistic dishabille.” A 
Mae West type, dressed in a tea gown 
that half bared her breasts, her heavy hair 
flowing to the waist, her bold eyes spar- 
kling with sex, she welcomed him with an 
inviting embrace. 

““VYou are more adorable than ever, 
Your Majesty,” said Dan gallantly. 

Thus began the racy romance that soon 
had Paris dubbing Sickles as “Le Roi 
Américain de Vl’Espagne” —the Yankee 
King of Spain. At last Dan had found the 
woman who was his match. For the plain 
truth was that Isabella was a nympho- 
maniac and Dan a satyr. y 

The queen was eager for her son, Al- 


fonso, to assume the Spanish crown. Years 


later, when it seemed as if Alfonso would 
succeed, Isabella decided it wouldn’t look 
good for the king’s mother to have a 
lover. So she arranged for Dan, as a cover 
up, to marry her prim and nobly-born 
young lady-in-waiting. Caroline Creagh. 
Cold-bloodedly, Dan went through with a 
formal proposal of marriage and the 
starry-eyed Caroline—head over heels in 
love with the swashbuckling, one-legged 
American—accepted. Dan, however, was 
deeply disappointed by her meager dowry 
and he virtually ignored her while he con- 
centrated on the boudoir talents of the 
queen. 

Meanwhile, Dan Sickles was maneuver- 
ing a gigantic financial deal back in the 
States. Before he left, he had been asked 
by a Wall Street friend to mastermind a 
legal offensive to take over control of the 
Erie Railroad. Jay Gould, the Robber 
Baron who ruthlessly dominated the courts 
and press, had taken over the Erie, milk- 
ing it dry. After rounding up European 
stockholders, Sickles obtained the extra- 
ordinary approval of President Grant to 
his venture and was given a three-months 
leave of absence from his post in Spain. 

In New York, Sickles bribed and 
cudgeled 11 Erie directors to his side. 
Then, surrounded by musclemen and 
squads of police, he led a cavalcade of 
carriages full of lawyers and stockholders 
in a raid on Erie’s headquarters. Amid 
wild disorder, Dan forced Gould to re- 
treat to his private office. The stock- 
holders held a meeting, elected a new 


‘board of directors headed by Sickles’ men 


and Gould had to resign. 

The deposing of the Wall Street titan 
by Dan Sickles was hailed as the most 
amazing financial coup in Wall Street his- 
tory. Of course, it again made Dan a hero 
and rich—for a time. 


aaaa|||Fieicia 


“What's good for a death rattie?" 





Back in Spain, Sickles ran into trouble 
that he couldn’t handle a few years later. 
A blockade runner called the Virginius, 
carrying arms to rebellious Cuba, was 
captured by a Spanish ship. Crew and 
passengers were taken prisoner, and 53 
men lined up and shot. Spanish soldiers 
jammed their guns into the dead men’s 
.-mouths and shot their heads off. Some 
were Americans. It was a stain on the 
American escutcheon. 

Enraged, Sickles demanded release of 
the ship and survivors, a salute to the 
American flag, punishment of responsible 
officials. But the Spanish government, sore 
at Dan for conniving to depose the king, 
secretly worked out terms which side- 
tracked the minister. Dan had to resign 
in humiliation. His diplomatic career was 
ended. 

For a time, while he deposited his sec- 
ond wife in Spain, Sickles continued his 
amorous episodes with Isabella in Paris. 
When the Spanish government repealed 
its decree exiling the queen, she returned 
to Spain and Dan found himself sailing 
back to New York. 


VEN at 61, Daniel Edgar Sickles had a 

long way to go. He got himself elected 
sheriff of New York County and then 
went to Congress again. He campaigned in 
12 states for McKinley and the new Presi- 
dent often sought his advice, especially 
during the Spanish-American War crisis. 
When Dan’s father died and left him over 
$4,000,000, Sickles went on a monumental 
splurge. 

The millions slipped through his fin- 
. gers. Though much of it went into Wall 
Street fliers, the old goat showered money 
and costly baubles on the females. Even 
in his 80s, bevies of beauties who caught 
his libidinous eye were constantly around 
him. He paid enormous bills at florists, 
couturiers, vintners. In his apartment ‘a 
large bureau was stuffed with exotic per- 
fumes, intriguing jewelry, imported silk 
stockings and embroidered Parisian lin- 
gerie—which he reserved as lures for coy 
females or as gallant presents for the will- 
ingly seduced. If he liked the way an ac- 
tress played her role or admired a dancer’s 
legs, he’d send them a ruby or emerald 
_ trinket. Once, a lady friend said she’d like 

- to have a lion cub; Dan procured a litter 
of six lions for her. 

Eventually broke and in debt, he was 
almost arrested for embezzling $28,000 
from a monuments commission which he 
headed. He had three silk American flags 
hung out of his windows and, by the time 
the sheriff arrived, Dan had a bond for 
$30,000 raised by admirers and Civil War 
veterans. 

To the end, at the overripe age of 94, 
the eternal roué had a mistress—his at- 
tractive spinster housekeeper. In 1914, 
Dan died of a cerebral hemorrhage. 
Placed in an imposing coffin beside his 
sword, epaulets and blue-and-gold uni- 
form cap, General Sickles was berne up 
Fifth Avenue. 

Dan Sickles, the versatile American 
Casanova, was probably the most success- 
ful failure of the century. In a kindly 
obit, the New York Times said “he was a 
truly adventufous spirit.” Whatever else 
he was, the phenomenally flamboyant’Dan 
Sickles was never dull. oo¢ 
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YOU BUILD AN 
AIR CONDITIONER 
REFRIGERATOR 
FREEZER OR 
MILK COOLER 





Learn by Practicing 
with 23 Big Kits 


It’s easy to learn how to be a 
mechanic in the Air Conditioning 
and Refrigeration field because 
CTI gives you practical, Shop- 
Method training. You get 23 big 
training kits without extra cost 
—you build and keep an air con- 
ditioning unit, a refrigerator, a 
freezer or a milk cooler. You run 
many tests, do 10 complete serv- 
ice and trouble-shooting jobs. Il- 
lustrated lessons show you how. 
Only CTI offers a complete train- 
ing package like this! 


How You Can Earn Big Pay and Security in 


AIR CONDITIONING 


AND REFRIGERATION 
Or Open A Shop and Be the Boss 













Earn Extra Cash As You 
Train—Up to $15 A Week 


You learn by doing when you train 
the CTI Shop-Method way. You get 
23 kits—build a complete, heavy- 
duty, commercial type, ¥% h.p. air 
conditioning and refrigeration high- 
side. Because your training is prac- 
tical, you can do repair work in 
spare time soon after you enroll. 
Many students make up to $15 a 
week and more this way, and pay for 
their training with profits. It is not 
unusual for a CTI student to open a 
shop on graduating. 


CTl Training Means 
Rapid Advancement 


“Thanks to CTI training, I am 

now cored full time at good 
Pe wages. got 3 raises and a 

bonus. ‘ve my own home.”’— 
A DANIEL STEVENS, Ohio. 


“YT started a refrigeration service busi- 
ness on my own. It‘s a great feeling to 
be the boss. Business is good and profits 
pile high. Have been able to expand.”’— 
C. H. GINN, Texas. 


“Am now an able refrigeration 
technician . . . earning good 
wages... find my work in- 
teresting. I recommend CTI to 
any ambitious man.’”"—A. W. 
HEINRICH, Ohio. 


“Have a sell job here in Freeport, I’ve 
fixed every job. Everyone seems to like 
oo work.”— KENNETH WHALEN, 


“After completing my CTI training, I 
went into business for myself and my 


work has been very good.”— PAUL 


BOWEN, Ill 


“After studying for three months, I 
went into business. Today, 5 months 
later, my business is growing rapidly.’’ 
—J. F. HINES, Ga. 


THIS BOOKLET AND 
LESSON ARE FREE 


A new CTI book, “Success in Air 
Conditioning and _ Refrigeration,” 
tells you how to break into this rich, 
opportunity-packed industry. A 
sample lesson shows you how CTI 
gets you ready. Both free. Fill out 
coupon and paste on postcard or put 
in letter. Or write. 





Over 150,000,000 Units in Use— 


Learn Repairing at Home 


Why be unhappy with a low-pay, dull or unsteady 
job when such good opportunities for success are 
waiting for you in the air conditioning and refriger- 
ation industry? Thousands of trained mechanics are 
needed to service the 150 million units now in use— 
and the millions more in production! These jobs offer 
high pay, security and a bright future. You can get 
ready in just a few months. CTI will train you at 
home in your spare time. Your training will be prac- 
tical, too, because by working with real kits, you gain 
needed experience—save time—eliminate apprentice- 
ship! If you’re “fed up” with the present, look to the 
future. Just fill out and mail coupon for two valuable 
free booklets that tell all. 


THIS ESTABLISHED INDUSTRY ; 
GROWS BIGGER EVERY DAY 


Over 42 million refrigerators are used in 
American homes, and 3 million are sold 
annually. Last year, a million freezers 
were produced. As for air conditioners, 
2 million were installed last year. Plenty of installation 
and repair work, as you can see! And that isn’t all: Think 
of millions of groceries, meat markets, transport systems 
and offices that depend on refrigeration. Yes, the refriger- 
ation industry is big, uncrowded, growing! 


NEW FIELD — AUTO AIR CONDITIONING 


Hundreds of thousands of air condi- 
tioners were installed in autos last year. 
Within 2 or 3 years, over 4 million cars 
will come off assembly lines each year 
equipped with air coolers. Already the \4iRi 
need for qualified technicians is felt in SUNY 
the auto industry. There are hundreds of si 
other applications of refrigeration—in 
homes, industry and business. , 


No Other Training Is Like CTI’s 


Only CTI sends you all tools and kits to build an air 
conditioner, refrigerator, freezer or milk cooler. No other 
training is so practical. Better mail coupon today!— 
Commercial Trades Institute, Chicago 26. 


MAIL TODAY! 


COMMERCIAL TRADES INSTITUTE 
1400 Greenleaf Ave., Chicago 26, 
Dept. R-285 

Mail me new success book and sample 
lesson. No cost or obligation. 
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Address. 





City Tone — State 
Approved Member Nafional Home Study Council 
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CHILDREN'S 
DRESSES 


, SS 


used 
=ONLY 10 Children’s Dresses 


at this low LOW epries: 












Tremendous 

assortment! 
Good condition, readyto wear. 

Washable, colorful cottons! 


Price includes all 10 dresses! 


$3.45 


Sizes 1-6X 
Sizes 7-14 $3.95 


FREE GIFT WITH EVERY ORDER! 
RUSH ORDER NOW! 
Send $1 deposit now! Pay postman 
balance plus C.O.D. and postage. 


MONEY BACK GUARANTEE 


You must be 100% satisfied with 
merchandise or return within 
10 days for refund. 

BUY from FIT-RITE for LOWEST PRICES 
ond HIGHEST QUALITY. 





“FIT-RITE MAIL ORDER HOUSE 


15 HESTER ST., DEPT. GM-8, 
NEW YORK 2, N. Y. 
$1 DEPOSIT Age 
MUST 
ACCOMPANY 
ORDER! 


Size Price 


NAME 





ADDRESS 


CITY STATE 


60 No order accepted without $1 deposit. 








Germany’s superspies. The admiral had 
made two major enemies—the SS Corps 
and Reinhold Gehlen. Both the SS and 
Gehlen were bent on eliminating Canaris 
and liquidating his intelligence organiza- 
tion. The SS, in typical fashion, kidnaped 
Canaris and impaled him on a meat hook. 
After five minutes he was cut down and re- 
vived. After being forced to give a com- 
plete report on his sensations, he was hung 
on the meat hook again, only this time it 
was permanent. Some of Gehlen’s enemies 
have declared that it was the superspy 
who set the SS on Canaris. It is pure con- 
jecture, but we do know that he gained 
control of Canaris’ intelligence division 
about a month after the old admiral’s 
death. 

The war continued and Gehlen executed 
his chores with efficiency, gaining the 
grudging admiration of many Nazi leaders. 
When the Nazi Empire, which was to last 
for 1,000 years, began to crumble, Gehlen 
knew that the jig was up and retreated to 
a hide-out in the Bavarian mountains. 


HE foresighted chief of German intelli- 

gence made copies of the immense 
files in his possession and stashed the val- 
uable information in three different drops. 
He kept in close contact with events and 
saw a few trusted colleagues. He declared 
on a number of different occasions that the 
postwar world would see the two giants 
of the East and West at each other’s 
throats, At the proper time, Gehlen said, 
he would offer his services to the West. 
In that way he would serve himself, Ger- 
many and the West. 

While Gehlen was in hiding in his moun- 
tain lair, about 4,000 of his agents were 
patiently waiting for news about their fu- 
ture from their chief. The superspy could 
not pay hard cash to any of his loyal staff, 
but the men had sufficient faith in the Ger- 
man master spy to wait until he found a 
way to utilize their services. They were 
not disappointed. Gehlen established con- 
tact with our top brass in Germany and 
informed them that he had a*complete 
file on the disposition of the Russian di- 
visions facing our own armed forces in 
Europe. 

Our military people were not interested 
in that information. A chance meeting 
with an American general and a remark 
that he was the leading expert on Russian 
espionage methods proved to be a turn- 
ing point in Gehlen’s fortunes. Within a 
day. after this. rather impromptu chat, 
Gehlen was escorted to the headquarters 
of the American Army intelligence. There 
he delivered a day-long lecture on the 
methods employed by the Russians. The 
Gehlen report was sent posthaste to 
Washington, and checked against infor- 
mation which our own men had gath- 
ered. After some weeks, Gehlen was 


the inner workings of Canaris’ 


WHO IS THE 
MASTER SPY ? 


Continued from page 36 


ordered to Washington to give a repeat 
performance before the top military lead- 
ers of the nation. 

The leading Pentagon figures listened 
intently as Gehlen revealed all he knew 
about Russian spy methods. When he had 
completed his lecture, he decided to add 
a final fillip. He would, he stated, give a 
demonstration of his virtuosity as super- 
spy. 

“My agents,” he declared. “have been 
operating all over Russia for the past 
seven years.:I will give you my ideas as 
to the disposition of the Soviet troops at 
the time the German armies collapsed. 
This summation,” he emphasized, “will be 
based on the reports I received from my 
agents in the field.” 

The superspy dashed over to a huge 
wall map and began sticking red pins all 
over it. Simultaneously, he recited the 
names and numbers of the Russian divi- 
sions facing the Nazis at that time. 

When the facts were checked by our 
people, they found that Gehlen had hit 
the bull’s-eye. The generals were astound- 
ed. They knew the facts because a war- 
time ally had given the information to 
our government. But nobody had done 
the same for Gehlen. He had to depend . 
on the information garnered by his agents 
and come to a conclusion about the true: 
story on his own. 

Aiter that tour de force. the American 
military decided that in Gehlen they had 
a most valuable man. 2s 

UT our intelligence had been com- 

piling a most interesting report on 
Gehlen. They discovered that, as chief of 
“Foreign Armies East,” Gehlen had been 
in constant contact with Admiral Canaris. 
Gehlen’s agency received daily reports 
from the admiral’s department and, after 
analyzing the information, forwarded the 
data to German Army headquarters. Our 
people also learned that the reports were 
studded with comments suggesting Cana- 
ris’ elimination as an intelligence chief. As 
a matter of fact, Gehlen blamed many of 
Germany’s military defeats in Russia on 
the inefficient work of Canaris. It was 
also found that.a certain colonel who 
served as a liaison man for Canaris, and 
who was a weekly visitor to the Ghelen 
office, disappeared under most mysterious 
circumstances a few weeks after the ad- 
miral’s execution. 

When our intelligence grilled some key 
SS men about the colonel’s disappear- 
ance, they swore that they were not re- 
sponsible. It.is true that they could have 
lied. But only one man could have gained 
by the colonel’s demise. That man was 
Gehlen. The colonel was the only man 
who knew all about Gehlen’s intrigues. 
He was also the only man who knew all 
depart- 


ment and was in a position to take it 
over. That would have gone counter to 
Gehlen’s plan.We know that when the 
colonel took a walk into the void, Gehlen 
became boss of the Canaris organization. 
Not long after that promotion, Gehlen 
was appointed chief of the entire intelli- 
gence apparatus by Hitler, who had long 
since forgiven him all his previous tres- 
passes. 

The information which was gathered 
by the U.S. Intelligence Service had been 
presented to our big brass. Could this 
latter-day Machiavelli be trusted? After 
due consideration, it was decided to take 
a calculated risk and use the superspy’s 
talents. 

Once the decision was made, Gehlen 
was no longer a humble supplicant. He 
set the price for his services, and it was 
high indeed. He stipulated that he was to 
retain full control of his organization, and 
was not to be required to work against 
the interests of Germany. 

Once Gehlen returned to Germany, he 
immediately activated his organization. 
Good, hard American cash was sent to 
the agents in the field. The entire setup 
was practically rejuvenated overnight. 
When the Russians began their blockade 
of Berlin, Gehlen’s agents roamed all over 
East Germany, gathering valuable infor- 
mation. The Gehlen reports were quite 
useful in combating Communist machina- 
tions. Our brass was well pleased with the 
work of the Gehlen agency. There were a 
few cynics around who said that Gehlen 
was also collecting information about his 
paymasters which he would use for the 


benefit of Germany, but no one was lis- 
tening. 

With the acquisition of an annual re- 
tainer of $6,000,000, the master spy de- 
cided that it was time to move his head- 
quarters to his present site of operations. 

Little is really known about Gehlen’s 
activities, since his kind of work demands 
secrecy. Those in the know in Germany 
are aware that his agents were behind the 
uprising in East Germany back in June, 
1953. But his activities have not, all been 
anti-Communist. 

Once again Gehlen found himself con- 
fronted with a dangerous rival. And, as 
with Admiral Canaris, he began setting a 
trap to eliminate the competitor. Dr. Otto 
John, the handsome chief of the West 
German Internal Security Division, was 
the man Gehlen meant to ruin. John had 
been an active participant in the abortive 
plot against Adolph Hitler and had co- 
operated with British Intelligence during 
the war. Working with a foreign power 
during a time when Germany was at war 
is, in Gehlen’s opinion, anti-German and 
unworthy of a good Teuton. Those so- 
called nefarious activities on the part of 
John, plus the fact that he appeared to 
be headed for the top security post in 
Germany, gave Gehlen reason enough to 
plan his destruction. Regular reports 
about John’s misdeeds (sent by Gehlen, 
of course), reached Chancellor Aden- 
auer’s desk. All this skulduggery proved 
useless. But when Gehlen managed to get 
some evidence about John’s peculiar sex- 
ual habits, he hit the jackpot. The highly 
moral chancellor sacked John. 


Those who remembered Gehlen’s activ- 
ities in the Canaris case wondered wheth- 
er the documents on John were genuine. 
Their questions might have taken an awk- 
ward turn for Gehlen, but John broke un- 
der the pressure of suspicion and skipped 
across the border into East Germany. 
After a stay in that area, where the Rus- 
sians pumped him, he once again skipped 
over to West Germany, where he is now 
awaiting trial as a traitor to the Reich. 

It is interesting to note that John is 
being accused of killing or being respons- 
ible for the death of 100 Germans. Asked 
when he killed the Germans, the govern 
ment revealed that, as a member of Brit- 
ish Intelligence, John had given that 
service the information which led to a 
bombing raid over a German base during 
World War II. One hundred Germans had 
been killed in that raid. The accusation is 
brazen enough to have been concocted by 
Gehlen. 


HAT is Gehlen. Like a phoenix, he has 

risen from the ashes of a ruined Ger- 
many to become one of the most powerful 
men in the new Reich. A man now in his 
early 50s, of pale complexion, with thin- 
ning blond hair, he will now be the su- 
preme chief of German intelligence. 

The future holds great things in store 
for the master spy. With the German 
Government as his new paymaster, he 
will not reveal any of the secrets col- 
lected by his agency to any foreign gov- 
ernment, including our own. Gehlen will 
work for Gehlen and the greater glory of 
the new Reich. ove 





Why Can’t You Write? 


It’s much simpler than you think! 





WINS WRITING 
SUCCESS AT 56 


“T enrolled in N.TA. be- 
cause I wanted to convince 
myself whether at 56 an old 
dog could learn new tricks. 
At my first try, I sent a 
NEW 


manuscript to the 
YOR 


K TIMES and was 
amazed when it was accepted. 
Another story was also sold 
to the TIMES."’ Michael I. 
Passarelli, 25 Spring St., 
Millburn, N. J. 











WINS ESSAY CON- 
TEST WITH N. 1. A. 
TRAINING 


“The N.I.A. method prepared 
me for almost any type of 
writing I may want to do. I 
won a prize for my entry in 
the Christopher Essay Contest 
which all but paid for my 
N.LA. Course. The Colorado 
Republican published two of 
my stories andasked for more.’” 
—Mrs. M. V. Hunter, 3310 
W. 31st Ave., Denver 11, Colo. 


O many people with the “germ” of writing in 

em simply can’t get started. They suffer from 
inertia. Or they set up imaginary barriers to 
taking the first step. 

Many are convinced the field is confined to 
persons gifted with a genius for writing. 

Few realize that the great bulk of commercial 
writing is done by so-called “unknowns.” Not 
only do these thousands of men and women 
produce most of the fiction published, but 
countless articles on business, world affairs, 
hobbies, sports, travel, local, club and church 
activities, etc., as well. 

Such material is in constant demand. Every 
week thousands of checks for $25, $50 and $100 
go out to writers whose latent ability was per- 
haps no greater than yours. 


The Practical Method 


Newspaper work demonstrates that the way to 
learn to write is by writing! Newspaper copy desk 
editors waste no time on theories or ancient 
classics. The story is the thing. Every copy “cub” 
goes through the course of practical criticism—a 
training that turns out more successful authors 
than any other experience. 

That is why Newspaper Institute of America 
bases its writing instruction on the Copy Desk 
Method. It starts and- keeps you writing in your 
own home on your own time. And upon the very 
same kind of actual assignments given daily to 
metropolitan reporters. Thus you learn by doing, 


not by studying the individual styles of model 
authors. 

Each week your work is analyzed constructively 
by practical writers. Gradually they help to clarify 
your own distinctive style. Writing soon becomes 
easy, absorbing. Profitable, too, as you gain the 
“professional” touch that gets your material ac- 
cepted by editors. Above all, you can see constant 
progress week by week as your faults are corrected 
and your writing ability grows. 


Have You Natural Ability? 


Our FREE Writing Aptitude Test will reveal 
whether or not you have natural talent for writing. 
It will analyze your powers of observation, your 
imagination and dramatic instinct. You'll enjoy 
taking this test. There is no cost or obligation. 
Simply mail the coupon. below, today. Newspaper 
Institute of America, One Park Ave., New York 16, 
N.Y. (Founded 1925.) (Licensed by State of N.Y.) 
(Approved Member National Home Study Council.) 


1 Newspaper Institute of America - 
- One Park Avenue, New York 16, N. ¥. | 
| Send me, without cost or obligation, your 4 
i Writing Aptitude Test and further informa- 8 
| tion about writing for profit. i 
1 Miss J 
: MEE Soto seca 9 apneic; Capeiee teow DO Ge Oh Oa : 
i Mr. 1 
: AGUS EER. rc AN aeRO A aes CRSP RE Oe LJ 
MFG GR a A a LONE SO OTGLE So ea : 
: (All_correspondence confidential. No salesman i 
1: will call on you.) 164-S-596 i 
ae ee es ee ee ee eee ee ee ee 


Copyright 1955 Newspaper Institute of America 


él 





LINGUAPHONE 


MAKES IT EASY TO 
LISTEN and LEARN to 


JAPANESE MODERN GREEK 
ICELANDIC—eny of 34 languages available 


by LINGUAPHONE 


The World's Standard Conversational Method 


You Start to SPEAK Another 
Language Tomorrow—at home 
or if Costs You Nothing 


It’s quick—it’s easy—it’s FUN—to learn an- 
other language AT HOME with LINGUA- 
PHONE—the same natural way you learned 
to speak English long before you went to 
school. For just 20 minutes a day ... even 
while you eat or dress.... 


You LISTEN . . . to modern, life-like recordings. 
You LOOK... at explanatory, illustrated books. 
You LEARN . . . by imitation. 


No TEXTBOOK Can Teach 
You To Speak 


Only LINGUAPHONE brings the world’s 
best native language teachers into your 
home. It’s like living in another country, 
you hear 8 to 12 of these outstanding au- 
thorities, both men and women, speak in 
their native tongue about everyday, real- 
life experiences. Typical scenes include: 
restaurants, streets, markets, shops, thea- 
tres, motortrips, radio and TV shows, sports, 
business. YOU understand—you SPEAK 
—easily, naturally, correctly. You acquire a 
true accent no textbook can teach. 


Linguaphone First Choice 
All Over The World 


Approved by departments 
of education of 14 coun- 
tries, UN, 18,000 schools, 
colleges, universities, a 
million home-study stu- 
dents. 


FREE BOOK - FREE TRIAL 


STOP WISHING-START 
TALKING. Send today 
for FREE Booklet, ‘‘Pass- 
port to a New World,” 
that eat eae ons veer esas 
versational method; also ur 

details on how you may f literature a pices: 
obtaina complete Course- § through your Japa- 
unit in the language you § nese Series and would 
choose on FREE Trial. iike a, continuing 


Linguaphone Institute. | ute! so Babto, 


LINGUAPHONE 
HAS BEEN AND 
CONTINUES TO 


BE A GREAT 
SOURCE OF 
ENJOYMENT 


“sYour French 


T-141-106 Rock. Plaza, § Calif. 
New York 20. 


MAIL COUPON NOW 


LINGUAPHONE INSTITUTE I 

T-141-106 Rock. Plaza | 

New York 20, N.Y. Cl 7-0830 | 

Please send me: | 
( FREE book | 
(© Details on FREE Trial. 

No obligation, of course. | 
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Forty Basin Street was nothing short 
of a palace. To build and furnish any- 
thing like it today would cost at least a 
million dollars. In 1866, when Kate’s dear- 
est friends and most loyal clients in the 
corrupt city government financed the con- 
struction for her, their outlay exceeded 
$100,000. The house was three stories 
high, of snowy marble and the finest 
brownstone. Its appointments were a lush 
riot of velvet, damask, gilt and the most 
expensive woods. The floors, for example, 
were richly-polished black walnut. The 
18 private chambers in which Kate’s gor- 
geous young strumpets entertained their 
customers were a harlot’s dream of mag- 
nificence—overstuffed silk cushions, velvet 
carpeting, enormous tinted mirrors on 
walls and ceiling. Kate’s own quarters 
were at least as splendid and were inter- 
nationally celebrated not only for the joys 
dispensed there but for the presence be- 
neath the bed of the only solid gold 
chamber pot in the Western Hemisphere. 

When she moved into this little bivouac, 
Kate was only 27 years old and had al- 
ready lived several lives. She was born 
Catherine Cunningham in Liverpool, Eng- 
land, in 1839. Her father was a longshore- 
man and her home was a waterfront slum. 
In later years she enjoyed recalling that 
she had remained an innocent until the age 
of 17, but persons who claimed to know 
her well were positive that she accepted 
lovers long before adolescence. 

One of the mysteries of her life was 
the tattoo, ‘A. Pimm,” which marred her 
arm. There were many explanations—too 
many to be satisfactory—but one which 
persists is that Pimm was a degenerate 
traveling man from Manchester who 
found the child. outside a public house, 
bribed her with a few pennies, took her 
to his room, assaulted her and then, in his 
deranged yen to establish that she was 
his property, forced her to submit to the 
tattoo. 

It might have been this horrible experi- 
ence, or any of 100 other squalid encoun- 
ters in the dimly lit streets and fetid 
lodging houses of Liverpool, which set 
Kate’s mind against the male sex and, by 
convincing her that men were contempti- 
ble, equipped her with the ruthlessness 
needed for success as a tart. 

By the age of 15, she was employed as 
a barmaid in a dance hall, snuggling 
against sailors for tips and, when more 
money was in prospect, meeting the men 
in one of the filthy cubbyholes which the 
place made available for such transac- 
tions. Her astonishing figure made her the 
most popular doxie in Liverpool, and her 
phenomenal temper made her the most 
feared. 


QUEEN OF NEW 
ORLEANS’ VICE 


Continued from page 13 


One night, a pair of local thugs tried to 
ambush her in the back of the dance hall 
and get for nothing what might otherwise 
have cost them half a dollar. She felled 
one with a right-hand punch to the throat 
and was doing well against the other when 
a young seaman named Pete Kearneghan 
came to her rescue. He had been eying the 
girl all night and was seizing his chance 
to win her good graces. He pushed her 
out of the way and began slugging it out 
with the hoodlum, whose partner now 
climbed off the floor and rejoined the 
scrimmage. Before Pete could come to 
any harm, Kate ended the brawl by 
crowning the two huskies with a heavy 
pewter beer mug. While they were being 
carried out, she gazed up at her gallant 
rescuer and decided that she was in love. 
He was the first man who had ever shown 
her the slightest sign of honor or decency. 
They went home together. 

In due course, she announced that she 
was with child. 

“It’s time to get married,” she said. 

Pete, who had learned not to argue with 
her, responded by taking her in his arms. 
That night, while she was working in the 
dance hall, he packed his seabag, signed 
on a ship and was gone. He was the first 
and last love of her life. 

She remained in Liverpool for the birth 
of her twins. A few weeks later, she was 
back in the public houses, peddling her- 
self. She was more beautiful than ever, 
more clever than ever in extracting the 
last farthing from a drunken suitor. In- 
wardly, she was grim and cold. She was 
living not in the present or the past, but 
in a bizarre dream of the future. The 
dream had to do with financial independ- 
ence, independence from men. She learned 
to read and write and somehow she 
learned parlor manners. She began fre- 
quenting resorts in the better sections of 
town. She was preparing herself. 

Her wealthy customers used to tell her 
that she should be working in London or 
Paris instead of wasting her years in a 
tough seaport like Liverpool. She would 
smile faintly and say, “I’m but 17. There 
is still time. I am waiting for something.” 


HE WAS waiting for the return of 
Kearneghan. She knew he would be 
stupid enough, or lustful enough, to come 
back to her. She was right. One night he 
showed up, held out his arms and walked 
toward her. She flew at him like a tigress, 
punching, clawing and kicking. She blacked 
both his eyes, kicked him in the groin 
and, as he lay moaning at her feet, spat 
in his face. She then called a friendly po- 
liceman, entered formal complaints of 
assault, bastardy and abandonment against 


the woozy sailor, and got out of town. She 
left her twins in a lodging house and never 
saw them again. 

She chose the name of Kate Townsend 
and sailed for the United States. She 
spent much of the voyage in the captain’s 
cabin and, when she disembarked at New 
York, her purse bulged with the skipper’s 
pay. 

It had been her plan to set up shop in 
New York, but one of her fellow-passen- 
gers had told her of New Orleans, the 
wildest town in America, the town where 
a girl could get rich in a few years and a 
girl with the attributes of Kate Townsend 
might end as a monarch of society. If 
this passenger thought that his good ad- 
vice was going to soften Kate’s heart and 
lower her price, he was wrong. She teased 
him and taunted him into giving her $25, 
an unheard-of tab for a 19th Century 
shipboard romance. 

Afterwards, the man organized his re- 
venge. “You are wonderful, Kate,’ he 
said. “Be sure to go to New Orleans and 
head straight for Archie Murphy’s on Gal- 
latin Street.” 


HE did not know that Gallatin Street 
was the street of the dance houses, 
places which made Kate’s Liverpool 
haunts seem as peaceful as the halls of 
Heaven. She did not know that Gallatin 
Street was the last refuge of the aging 
streetwalker with no place else to go. 

Wearing her best dress—the one that 
displayed her glorious curves to best ad- 
vantage—and carrying her small fortune 
in her purse, Kate entered Murphy’s 
dance house and was sickened at what she 
saw. In a low-ceilinged, airless room, heavy 
with the stench of tobacco, sweat, rotgut 
and vomit, were more than 100 of the 
roughest, dirtiest bruisers in creation, the 
dregs of the Mississippi River and its 
oozing Delta. There were riverboat drunks, 
gunmen, sluggers, professonal knifers, 
panderers, the rotting chaff of humanity. 
Circulating among them were 40 or 50 
badly battered prostitutes in various 
stages of undress. Everybody seemed to 
be bawling at everybody else and the 
noise was deafening, but one could hear 
the music of a tinny piano and a trombone. 

Kate would have fled, but she was 
spotted as soon as she entered. Such 
beauty had not been seen on Gallatin 
Street in many a year, if ever, and in a 
few seconds she was surrounded. When 
one of the men grabbed her, she made the 
mistake of punching him in the face. As 
he staggered backward, a jealous tart ran 
shrieking at Kate and ripped her dress. 
Half a dozen more gibbering women 
rushed at the girl and beat her to the 
floor. Her clothes were torn from her. Her 
purse. vanished. While the men stood 
around and jeered, she was slugged bloody 
and then was tossed half-conscious into 
an alley. Before she passed out, she was 
violated by five men. 

How she recovered from her injuries, 
found new clothes and managed to stay 
out of jail is not known. But a few days 
later, barely 18 years of age and with a 
terrible bitterness in her soul, she was 
working around the clock in the brothel 
of Clara Fisher on what now is Dryades 
Street. This was neither the best nor the 
worst place of its kind in New Orleans, 






KNOWLEDGE 

THAT HAS 
ENDURED WITH THE 
PYRAMIDS 


A SECRET METHOD FOR 
THE MASTERY OF LIFE 


HENCE came the knowledge that built the Pyramids and the 
W niet Temples of the Pharaohs? Civilization began in the 


Nile Valley centuries ago. Where did its first builders ac- 
quire their astounding wisdom that started man on his upward 
climb? Beginning with naught they overcame nature’s forces and 
gave the world its first sciences and arts. Did their knowledge come 
from a race now submerged beneath the sea, or were they touched 
with Infinite inspiration? From what concealed source came the 
wisdom that produced such characters as Amenhotep IV, Leonardo 
da Vinci, Isaac Newton, and a host of others? 


Today it is known that they discovered and learned to interpret 
certain Secret Methods for the development of their inner power of 
mind. They learned to command the inner forces within their own 
beings, and to master life. This secret art of living has been pre- 
served and handed down throughout the ages. Today it is extended 
to those who dare to use its profound principles to meet and solve 
the problems of life in these complex times. 


This Sealed Book — FREE 


Has life brought you that personal satisfaction, the sense of achievement and 
happiness that you desire? If not, it is your duty to yourself to learn about 
this rational method of applying natural laws for the mastery of life. To the 
thoughtful person it is obvious that everyone cannot be entrusted with an 
intimate knowledge of the mysteries of life, for everyone is not capable of 
properly using it. But if you are one of those possessed of a true desire to 
forge ahead and wish to make use of the subtle influences of life, the 
Rosicrucians (not a religious organization) will send you a Sealed Book of 
explanation without obligation. This Sealed Book tells how you, in the 
privacy of your own home, without interference with your personal affairs 
or manner of living, may receive these secret teachings. Not weird or 
strange practices, but a rational application of the basic laws of life. Use 
the coupon, and obtain your complimentary copy. 


Jie ROSICRUCIANS 


San Jose, California 
Please send free copy of Sealed Book, which 
I shall read as directed. 


SAN JOSE (AMORC) CALIFORNIA 
eS a t Use this 
The Rosicrucians (AMORC) : coupon for 


FREE 
copy of book 
AMENHOTEP IV 


FOUNDER OF EGYPT’S 
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OUR BEST MEN'S BELT 
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© look 


WORKS WONDERS FOR 
YOUR BACK 
LOOK SLIM — FEEL TRIM 


Wonder Slim is a new kind of men’s supporter 
belt. Its ingenious contour design follows nature’s 
own lines—permits remarkable freedom of move- 
ment. Its patented sliding back panel makes it 
the easiest belt to put on . . . provides ‘quick 
asa flash” adjustment for constant perfect fit. 
No uncomfortable crotch. Scientific ‘‘no pressure” 
boning flattens the buige gently but firmly. 
Sliding back provides support just where you need 
it for youthful posture . . . fights the feeling of 
fatigue. Made of super test herringbone twill. 
Waist sizes 26-44—Only $4.98. Try it at our risk. 


j S. J. Wegman Co. Dept. 887-B : 


Lynbrook, N. Y. 

Rush my Wonder-Slim back supporter at 

once. If | am not 100% satisfied 1 may 

return it for prompt refund of* the full 

purchase price. 

Waist Size inches 

() Send €.0.D. I'll pay postman $4.98 
plus a few cents postage. 

OO! enclose $4.98 payment and save 
postage. Same Guarantee. 

Nomi6 iA ei 

Oe ks en Se See et 


l 





but it could have been the best without 
measuring up to Kate’s cold standards. 
She was going places, and was obsessed 
with the idea. : 

_ The other girls all had “fancy men” on 
whom they squandered their earnings, but 
Kate had only herself, and spent her lei- 
sure time in reading and other frugal forms 
of self-improvement. She took her trade 
seriously, studied it carefully and earned 
twice as much money as anyone else. She 
played the men cruelly for all they were 
worth, teasing and tormenting, yielding 
but not yielding, working the price to its 
maximum before giving in and then, with 
the feigned enthusiasm of the great cour- 
tesan, making the encounter memorable 
for the customer. 


ER reputation spread quickly. She 

moved from Clara’s to Maggie 
Thompson’s, a slightly more swanky re- 
sort, and in 1863, when she was 24, she 
found that she had enough money saved to 
open a place of her own. It was a modest 
establishment, but it was sufficient for her 
purposes. What was lacking in furniture 
and fixtures was compensated by the Kate 
Townsend atmosphere of exclusivity: men 
without influence in the commerce and 
politics of New Orleans could not get 
past the doorway. Those who were ad- 
mitted were required to pay through the 
nose, but were made to love it, because 
Kate’s girls were the handsomest in town 
and had been carefully schooled by the 
young madam. Special friends who did 
not care for any of the girls were oc- 
casionally permitted to retire with Kate 
herself, provided they spent $50 an hour 
and bought plenty of wine. 

In 1866, when the carpetbag money of 
the post-Civil War period was flowing 
freely, several of Kate’s most earnest ad- 
mirers in the municipal council and police 
department decided that they needed a 
bordello lavish enough to match their 
corrupt tastes and burgeoning bank ac- 
counts. The only woman in New Orleans 
fit to superintend such a pleasure dome 
was Kate Townsend. They gave her the 
money outright, put the city’s outstanding 
architects and craftsmen at her disposal 
and, in a few months, were able to begin 
dropping around to 40 Basin Street. 

Some people claim that the famous Ev- 
erleigh Sisters of Chicago ran the most 
snobbish bagnio of all time. Such people 
are dead wrong. Never has snobbishness 
been elevated to the level achieved by 
Kate Townsend, who conducted the af- 
fairs of her house as if she were chaper- 
oning Vassar freshmen. No man could 
enter unless dressed in evening clothes. A 
stranger, no matter how impeccably at- 
tired, had trouble gaining admittance un+ 
less he could establish his identity and his 


‘high social standing. Profanity and loud- 


ness were strictly verboten, and references 
to sex were permitted in only the most 
veiled terms. 

The acceptable client was conducted 
with some ceremony to a gaudily ap- 
pointed drawing room, where he was ex- 
pected to spend 50 or 60 dollars on wine 
for himself and as many of Kate’s 18 or 
20 girls as happened to be on hand at 
the time. All the strumpets were beauti- 
ful, all were decked out in evening gowns, 
and all were unbelievably ladylike. 


“Miss DuBois, may I present Mr. 
Weller?” The regal Kate insisted on for- 
mal introductions. After the customer 
had made his small bow and Miss DuBois 
had batted her big, blue eyes at him, Kate 
would say, ‘““Miss DuBois—Mimi—is from 
France. She has only been with us for a 
short time, but is one of the most delight- 
ful young ladies I have ever met. She is 
truly an amazing child! I’m sure you 
will be enthralled with her!” 

If Mr. Weller happened to be more in- 
terested in the redhead on the other side 
of the room, Kate would excuse Miss Du- 
Bois and would say, “Aha, Mr. Weller! I 
see that our Miss Lily has caught your 
fancy! And indeed she should! She is one 
of nature’s aristocrats, a lady from the 
tip of her toes. It may amuse you to 
learn that her parents are famous acro- 
bats. She even has a small trapeze in her 
room! Come and meet her. I am sure she 
is anxious to know you.” 

Shortly after the client made his choice 
and had bought wine to celebrate the de- 
cision, the prostitute would go to her 
room and, a while later, the client would 
be advised that he was being invited up- 
stairs. As soon as he arrived in the 
heavily scented bedchamber, the elegant 
manners were set aside and he was free 
to do as he pleased. The price was 15 
or 20 dollars, depending upon the girl and 
the demands. It hardly need be pointed 
out that $20, vintage 1870, was the equiva- 
lent of at least $150, vintage 1956. _ 


EFORE Kate moved in, her section of 
Basin Street had -been a fine resi- 
dential neighborhood. Her spectacular suc- 
cess attracted competition to the street. 
At No. 45, right across the way, Josie 
Killeen tried to steal some trade by fea- 
turing the talents of Molly Williams and 
her young daughter, who together were 
rented for $50 a night. Farther down the 
street was one Kate Smith, who adver- 
tised that none of her girls was more than 
17. This sort of thing tended to lower 
the tone of the street, which displeased 
Kate. It was hard to maintain the serene 
decorum of No. 40 while hoodlums were 
knifing each other to death on the side- 
walk outside. More frequently than ever 
before, Kate found it necessary to act as 
her own bouncer, a duty she insisted on 
retaining because she did not care to have 
male employees. 
In time she had to compromise her 


"1 ate a man." 





lofty standards. The gang of crooked poli- 
ticians on whom she had depended for the 
bulk of her revenue lost their grip and 
money was harder to come by. Kate 
finally reduced her prices. Wine could 
now be had for as little as $10 a bottle and 
it sometimes was possible to get a Town- 
send girl for seven. After a gambler 
named Jim White murdered a colleague 
named Gus Taney in Kate’s drawing room, 
soiling the velvet rug and destroying the 
legend that her place was always safe to 
visit, things began to happen to the 
woman. 

Her main trouble resided in the fact 
that her dream had not come true. She 
was wealthy, but her wealth was insecure 
because business was not getting better. 
Furthermore, her wealth had not come 
close to buying her the respectability that 
she had wanted. She considered picking 
up stakes and moving to New York, where 
she might be able to represent herself as 
a highborn widow, but she had no confi- 
dence that she would enjoy such a pre- 
tense. The pretense she loved was play- 
acting in her own drawing room, among 
the girls and their customers. She had 
been a prostitute all her life and now with 
some clarity saw that she would die one. 

Her bitterness was becoming notice- 
able to the customers, and did not help 
trade. The murder of Gus Taney made her 
fearful of her own safety and she began 
carrying a knife. At night she slept with 
it beneath her pillow. In her frustration 
and idleness, she began eating too much 
and her body became gross. The once- 
famous bosom was now a monstrosity. 


Men who formerly might have traveled 
1,000 miles to pay court to her now went 
out of their way to catch a glimpse of 
her and chuckle at what all agreed was 
the most mountainous physique in civil- 
ization. 


OR years, she had been amusing her- 

self with a society weakling named 
Treville Sykes, who had fallen in love 
with her when she was still a working 
prostitute and had been all too willing to 
absorb the cuffs and curses which she 
threw at him in the privacy of her crib. 
Now that she was fat and sour, she took 
on Sykes full time. She moved him into 
her house and made a combination book- 
keeper-runner-whipping boy of him. To 
her, Sykes was a convenient symbol of 
the degeneracy of the male sex, a fitting 
object of vengeance. She used to beat 
him with her fists, lock him in closets for 
days at a time. As business deteriorated, 
her temper mounted, and she blamed 
Sykes. ; 

She took to drink, and spent the days in 
stupefaction, mumbling about her plan 
to “open that cur Sykes’ belly with my 
knife.” Snobbery was long past; she now 
was an alcoholic blowser and her house 
was going to seed. 

One night in November 1883, when she 
was 44 and looked 60, she got drunk with 
a young procurer named McLern. She 
had been giving him money, making a 
second-string Sykes out of him. and now 
she called him foul names for accepting 
her charity. He made as if to smash a 
bottle over her head. She drew her knife. 


He was a coward and: apologized. She 
looked wildly about her and said, “I’ve 
got to cut somebody open. I’ve got to! Tl 
go and open Sykes’ belly!” 

Sykes was forewarned and hid from 
her, but she found him two days later, 
drew the knife and pushed him into her 
bedroom. This time his instinct of self- 
preservation proved stronger than his yen 
to be tortured. He wrenched the weapon 
from her and stabbed her five times. 
Then he got a pair of shears and stabbed 
her six times more. 

She was buried in white silk and lace. 
Her casket was ornamented with sterling 
silver. Twenty carriages full of prostitutes 
followed the hearse to the cemetery, but 
no men went along. 

Sykes was acquitted of the murder, 
having pleaded self-defense. He then laid 
claim to Kate’s $80,000 estate, displaying 
a will in which she named him executor. 
After numerous law suits by the State of 
Louisiana, which argued that Sykes had 
been living in sin and was entitled to only 
10 per cent of the money, the weakling 
was upheld by the courts. His lawyers 
gave him $34, explaining that the rest 
had gone on expenses, fees and taxes. 

The Kate Townsend story was still big 
news and the public was fascinated by 
the mystery of Kate’s tattoo, “A Pimm.” 
A reporter found Sykes drinking up his 
inheritance and asked, “Who was A. 
Pimm?” 

The bleary-eyed fancy man said, “I 
don’t know, but she must have hated him. 
When she had her fits and hated me, she 
used to call me Pimm.”’ o¢o4¢ 





Which of These Success Stories Will Come True for YOU? 


“Can A Man 
My Age 


Become a Hotel 
Executive?’ 


“Yes,” says Eugene L. Tyndall 
Who Became Cost Controller 
As A Result of Lewis Training 


“Thanks to the Lewis School, I’ve tripled my 
salary since entering the hotel and institu- 
tional field! I am now connected with a lead- 
ing North Carolina college in charge of Per- 
sonnel Management and Cost Control. What 
a welcome change from the futureless jobs 
I had before taking Lewis Training. My 
thanks Lewis for my bright, secure future!” 








Can You Succeed 
as a Hotel 
Executive? ' 


Ruth Mather Succeeds 
As Hostess Though 
Inexperienced 

In Hotel Work 


“My first position after graduation from the 
Lewis School was with a fine hotel. After 
having this position a short time I was offered 
a position as Hostess and Social Director of 
an Officers’ Candidate Club.’ I want to thank 
the Lewis School for the training that made 
possible one of the finest and most interesting 
positions anyone can have.” 










Hotels Call for 
Trained Men 
and Women 


Harrison P, Galloway 
Becomes Hotel Manager 
Although Without 
Hotel Experience 
“Lewis Training was the turning point of my 
life! It enabled me to step ahead of men who 
had been in the business for many years. After 
gtaduation, I secured employment through 
their Placement Service. I was appointed 
Assistant Manager of a fine Washington hotel 
and, less than.two years later, promoted to 
Resident Manager. I highly recommend 
Lewis Training!” 





You Gan Step Into a Well-Paid Hotel Position 
Certified To ““Make Good’’ 


Lewis Training qualifies you quickly at home in leisure time or through resident classes 
in Washington for well-paid, ever-increasing opportunities, in hotels, motels, city and 
country clubs, institutions, apartment house projects. Thousands of Lewis graduates 
from 20 to past 50 are “making good” as managers, assistant managers, stewards, execu- 
tive housekeepers, hostesses, and in 55 other types of important positions, A happy, 
ever-growing future awaits you in this business where previous experience has proved 
unnecessary and you ate not dropped because you are over 40. 


FREE BOOK GIVES FASCINATING FACTS—Our FREE book, “Your Big Opportu- 
nity,” explains how easily you can qualify for a well-paid position. It tells how you are 
registered FREE in the Lewis National Placement Service; how-you can be a Lewis 
Certified Employee—certified to “make good” when you are placed in a position! 
MAIL THE COUPON NOW. Lewis Hotel Training School, Room BR-125-72, Wash- 


ington 7, D.C. 
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COURSE APPROVED FOR ALL VETERAN TRAINING 
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MEN PAST4 


Afflicted With Getting Up Nights, 
Pains in Back, Hips, Legs, 
Nervousness, Tiredness. 


If you are a victim of the above symp- 
toms, the trouble may be due to Gland- 
ular Dysfunction. A constitutional Dis- 
ease for which it is futile for sufferers 
to try to treat themselves at home. 
Medicines that give temporary relief 
will not remove the cause of your 
trouble. 


To men of middle age or past this 
type of dysfunction occurs frequently. 
It is accompanied by loss of physical 
vigor, graying of hair, forgetfulness and 
often increase in weight. Neglect of 
such dysfunction causes men to grow 
old before their time—premature senil- 
ity and possibly incurable conditions. 

Most men, if treatment is taken be- 
fore caret ett | has developed, can be 
successfully NON-SURGICALLY treat- 
ed for Glandular Dysfunction. If the 





condition is aggravated by lack of 
treatment, surgery may be the only 
chance. 


NON-SURGICAL TREATMENTS 


The NON-SURGICAL treatments af- 
forded at the Excelsior Institute are the 
result of 20 years research by scientific 
Technologists and Competent Doctors. 

The War brought many new techniques 
and drugs. These added to the research 
already accomplished has produced anew 
type of treatment thai is proving of great 
benefit to man as he advances in years. 

The Excelsior Institute is devoted par- 
ticularly to the treatment of diseases of 
men of advancing years. Men from all 
walks of life and from over 3,000 cities 
and towns have been successfully treated. 
They found soothing and comforting re- 
lief and new health in life. 


EXAMINATION AT LOW COST 


On your arrival here, Our Doctors who 
are experienced special- 
ists, make a complete ex- 
amination. Your condition 
is frankly explained to 
you with the cost of treat- 
ment you need. You then 
decide if you will take the 
treatments needed. Treat- 
ments are so mild that 
hospitalization is not nec- 
essary—a considerable 
saving in expense. 


Write Today for Our > 


RECTAL 
COLON 


Are often as- 
sociated with 


Glandular 


Dysfunction. 
We can treat 
these for you 
at the same 
time. 









The Excelsior Insti- 
tute has published a 
New FREE Book that 
deals with diseases 
peculiar to men. It 
eould prove of utmost 
importance to your 
future life. Write to- 
day. No obligation. 
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him, then plunged forward. As they crashed 
down off the bank the thin ice shattered 
beneath the animal’s frantic hoofs. 

Horse and rider came to the surface of 
the freezing water, smashing through an 
icy curtain. Then, as the animal began to 
thrash and flounder in panic, the surging 
current caught them both, bearing them 
outward and downstream. 

Slipping from the saddle, Whitman 
swam beshide the animal, trying to steady 
him. Watching from the shore, Lovejoy 
groaned and Henriques started praying as 


both man and horse again disappeared- 


from view. 

They came to the surface in the open 
center of the river, and were swept to- 
ward the opposite shore by the powerful 
current. They reached the edge of ice 
and Whitman still held the willow pole 
clenched in his hand. 

Now he put one end to his shoulder, 
maneuvering the other end straight out 
before him. It pushed aside the thin ice 
ahead, opening a watery path for Whit- 
man and his horse. Another moment or 
two and they both climbed shivering up 
the far bank. 

Soaked to the skin, he got busy im- 
mediately. There was plenty of wood and 
he soon had roaring blaze. He stood near 
the fire holding his still frightened horse. 
And as the warming flames began to dry 
them both he stared anxiously across the 
river toward the two riders and three pack 
mules he had left behind. 

He hoped and prayed that they would 
follow him. The courageous little general 
was a staunch companion and, if need be 
in hostile country, a wily Indian fighter. 
All of the food and supplies were on the 
backs of the three pack mules. And as for 
the trail to Taos, well, only the guide, 
Henriques, could find the way. 

On the other shore of the river Lovejoy 
slowly dismounted and started toward a 
willow sapling. 

“Do I cut a pole for you as well as my- 
self?” he grimly asked Henriques. “Or 
do you prefer to select your own?” * 

“No importa, patrén,’ the guide 
shrugged as he got off his horse. “Perhaps 
once again fate can be kind.” 

They plunged into the river, driving the 
reluctant pack mules ahead of them. 
They nearly lost Henriques and two of 
the mules in the swift current. But, al- 
though it was touch and go, they man- 
aged to reach the opposite shore. 

Then they built the fire even larger and 
picketed the half-frozen animals near it. 
While Lovejoy and Henriques dried off, 
Whitman pitched their small tent. He was 
eager to get going again for the afternoon 
was yet young, but he also realized that 
man and beast could stand just so much 
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strain without dropping in their tracks. 

“We'll camp right here overnight,” he 
said in a voice that carefully masked his 
driving impatience. “There seems to be 
plenty of firewood about.“ At dawn we’ll 
start for Taos.” 


HITMAN was a Congregational mis- 

sionary who had gone to the Oregon 
Country from Rushville, N. Y., with his 
bride, Narcissa, in 736. They had both 
fallen in love with the region—what is 
now the lower part of |Washington—at 
sight. Some - miles from Fort Walla 
Walla, at a place called Waiilatpui, they 
built a mission for the Cayuse and Nez 
Percé Indians. 

For six years Whitman, then in his 
early 30s, spent his time among the In- 
dians. He was a physician as well as a 
missionary and tended to their ills. A 
skillful craftsman, he built a sawmill with 
his own hands so that the pioneer settlers 
from the East might find it easier to build 
their houses. 

“This is a good land!” he enthusiastical- 
ly told his wife over and over again. 
“Would that it become part of our own 
United States!” : 

Narcissa would nod her pretty head and 
smile in answer. But she knew as well as 
her husband that there were less than 
1,000 American settlers in all of the Ore- 
gon Country. Only a few were trickling in 
from back East. On the other hand, there 
were more than that number of English 
and Canadian colonists already in the 
region and more of them were arriving by 
the dozens. 

Herein lay the menace to Whitman’s 
dreams. Under the terms of the Webster- 
Ashburton Treaty, the area west of the 
Rocky Mountains, vaguely referred to as 
the “Oregon Country” was to be shared 
jointly by Great Britain and the United 
States for an indefinite period. Either 
country, by marshaling a greater number 
of settlers, would be provided with a 
powerful argument for annexation of the 
region. 

One mild autumn night in 1842, Whit- 
man’s heart was gladdened by the sight of 
a large emigrant party arriving in Wai- 
ilatpui. Wagon after wagon hauled by 
plodding teams of oxen appeared from 
the forest of towering pines. 

In the van rode Elijah White, a vet- 
eran United States Indian agent who had 
acted as guide. 

“One hundred and twenty Americans, 
men, women, and childer,”’ he announced 
proudly. “Count their noses, folks: Every 
one of ’em bright and shiny as a silver 
dollar.” 

White had a companion with him, Gen- 
eral Amos L. Lovejoy from Massachu- 


setts. The general was more of a soldier 
of fortune than a pioneer. He was a little 
man with an erect military bearing and 
a wiry body. He was always ready to fight 
for a cause. 

“You're just out from the East, sir,” 
Whitman said anxiously. “What are they 
saying about our Oregon back there?” 

“Well, Dr. Whitman,” Lovejoy de- 
liberated, “the idiots think this entire 
country is not worth a red copper. Here, 
permit me to show you.” 

From his pocket he drew a much tat- 
tered New York newspaper and pointed 
an indignant finger to an editorial. It 
described the region as a Sahara in sum- 
mer, a Siberia in winter, a region suitable 
only for banished criminals at any time. 

Whitman flushed as he read this ig- 
norant appraisal of the area. His hand 
shook as he handed the paper back to 
Lovejoy. 

“And you, sir,” he demanded, “what do 
you think?” 

“I think,” answered Lovejoy without 
hesitation. “That there is no fairer land. I 
think someone like yourself should tell 
President Tyler the truth about this coun- 
try. But it must be done before next 
March when the Congress adjourns. The 
Webster-Ashburton Treaty will surely 
reach a crisis before that time.” 

Whitman nodded thoughtfully. If he 
were to ride to Washington there was 
precious little time to lose. Yet he hesi- 
tated. He was beset with doubt about the 
success of such a mission. He knew that 
President Tyler had several close advisers 
who were set against Oregon. One of the 
most antagonistic was Secretary of State 
Daniel Webster. 

As for Lovejoy, he had suddenly found 
a cause. His eyes gleamed with the quick 
anticipatory light of new adventure. 

“If you decide to go,” he prodded, “I'll 
consider it an honor to accompany you. 
As a gentleman of the cloth you may be 
reluctant to use firearms against war-path- 
ing Indians or bandits.” 

Whitman thanked him and promised 
to come to an early decision. He realized 
that, with winter not far off, snow was 
already beginning to settle in the moun- 
tains and trails would soon be impassable. 

On the following morning, still unde- 
cided after a sleepless night, he rode to 
Fort Walla Walla. It was his practice to 
visit there occasionally and set up a tem- 
porary clinic for any settlers or Indians 
in need of medical attention. 

Arriving at the fort, he was welcomed 
by the chief factor of the Hudson’s Bay 
Company, Dr. McLoughlin, and invited 
to attend a big dinner that evening in 
celebration of the opening of the trapping 
season. The dinner was a festive occasion. 
More than a score of Canadians and Eng- 
lishmen were seated at the long plank 
table presided over by the genial Dr. Mc- 
Loughlin. There was a great deal of merri- 
ment, accelerated by a cask of “Spanish” 
wine which had been brought up from 
California. There were many toasts. A tee- 
totaler, Whitman drank his in water. 

Suddenly a buckskin-clad trapper en- 
tered the big room, made for Dr. Mc- 
Loughlin and spoke to him in a low voice. 
Excited whispers spread from man to 
man around the table. Then McLough- 
lin’s aide rose to his feet. 
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EDUCATIONAL OPPORTUNITIES 


AERONAUTICAL ENGINEERING IN Two Years. Northrop 
Aeronautical Institute in Southern California prepares. you for 
top jobs in Aviation industry. Highly paid positions waiting for 
our aniater Approved for Veterans. Write for free catalog. 
Northrop institute, 1169 Arbor Vitae, Inglewood 1, California. 
WOODWORKING AND CABINETMAKING course for 
beginning and advanced home craftsmen. Only complete low- 
cost home training program available. Write for free booklet. 
Interstate Training Service, Dept. G-73, Portland 13, Ore. 








COMPLETE HIGH SCHOOL at home in spare time with 
je teer ok school; texts furnished; diploma; no_classes; 
booklet free.. Write American School, Dept. x64, Drexel at 
58th, Chicago 37, Illinois. 


HIGH SCHOOL DIPLOMA at Home. Licensed teachers. 
ares materials. Southern States Academy, Box 144-M, 
f 


ion E, Atlanta, Ga. 


SWEDISH MASSAGE PAYS big profits. Learn at home. 
Free Catalog. National Institute, Desk 5, 159 East Ontario, 


Chicago 11. 
AGENTS WANTED 


CASH IN ON tremendous demand for New Low-Cost Burglar 
Alarm for Automobiles, Homes, Stores, Gasoline Filling Sta- 
tions. Nothing like it. Wanted everywhere. 286% profit. 
Unique sample offer. Northwest Electric Co., 760-K Main, 
Mitchell, S. Dak. 


BUY WHOLESALE THOUSANDS nationally advertised 


roducts at big discount. Free “Wholesale Plan.” American 
uyers, Hertel Station, Buffalo 16-AG, N.Y. 


PERFUME BEADS, SENSATIONAL Sellers. Particulars 
frees. Mission, 2328A West Pico, Los Angeles 6, Calif. 


EARN UP TO $250.00 per week soliciting delinquent accounts. 
Metro, Box 5887, Kansas City 11, Missouri. 


FOREIGN & U.S.A. JOB LISTINGS 


JOBS—HIGH PAY. South America, the Islands, USA, 
foreign countries. All trades. Clerical, labor, engineers, drivers, 
superintendents, others. Fare paid. Application forms. For 
information, write Section 95A, National Employment tnfor- 
mation, 1020 Broad, Newark, NJ. 




















OPPORTUNITIES 
For EVERYBODY 


Publisher’s Classified Department (Trademark) : q 
For classified advertising rates, write to William R Stewart, 9 South Clinton Street, Chicago 6 (Men-Aug.) 6 
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BUSINESS OPPORTUNITIES 
# TO_$10 Hour Spare time in billion-dollar Adjustment 
ield. Free Book—Now! Universal Schools, 6801 Hillcrest, 
P-8, Dallas 5, Texas. as 
150 WEEK—EASY! Start home Venetian Blind Laundry. 
peralig book free. B. T. Co., 101 S. 44th, Philadelphia 4, 
enna. 


INVENTIONS PROMOTED. WRITE for free booklet “Your 















_ Invention.” Kessler Corporation, 128, Fremont, Ohio. 





OPERATE RESTAURANT OR diner, Free booklet reveals 
plan. Write Restaurant Arts, BU-178, Fremont, Ohio. 
EARN AT HOME, everything furnished, Details Free, Crea- 
tion’s, Box 386, Austin, Texas. 

MONEY MAKING OPPORTUNITIES 
MAKE $25-$50 WEEK, clipping newspaper items for pub- 
lishers. eae clippings worth $5.00 each. Particulars free. 
National Plans, Box 81-A, Knickerbocker Station, New York. 
MAKE SPARE TIME Money pre; We) & Mailing sales 
literature. Adams Surveys, 3513-AW Sunset Blvd., Los 
Angeles 26, California. 
ALL PROFIT MAIL Order Opportunity. Cooperative, Box 
278X, Manchester, N.H. eee : 
EXTRA MONEY PREPARING Mailing Postcards, Gul, 1815 
Meyers, York Center, Illinois. 
SELL TITANIA GEMS; far more brilliant than diamonds, 
Catalog Free. Diamonite, 2420-P 77th, Oakland 5, California, 
ee ik PERSONAL 00 ae 
BORROWING BY MAIL. Loans $100 to $600 to employed 
men and women. Easy, quick. Completely confidential. No 
endorsers. Repay in convenient monthly eran ey Details 
free in plain envelope. Give occupation. ‘6 Finance Co., 
323 Securities Bldg., Dept. A-14, Omaha 2, Nebraska. 
BIZARRE BOOK SERVICE. Secures hard-to-find, out-of- 
print curiosa, Give titles, authors, subjects. Send stamped 
self-addressed envelope. 40-P East 23rd, New York 10. 
LEARN AUCTIONEERING. HOMESTUDY Or Classes, 
Sample Chant free. Nelson Auction School, Renville 10, 


Minnesota. 
LOANS BY MAIL 





























JOBS PAYING TO weekly now available on overseas 
and American prod 's. Men and women. All trades. Trans- 
portation ae ree information. Write Transworld, Dept. C8, 
200 W. 34th St., New York, N.Y. 
INSTRUCTION 
BE A REAL Estate Broker. Study at home. Write for Free 
book today. GI Approved. Weaver School of Real Estate, 
2018S Grand, Kansas City, Missouri. : 
MASTER WATCHMAKING AT home. Free sampie lesson. 
Chicago School, Dept. PC-86, 2330 Milwaukee, Chicago 47. 
SALESMEN’ WANTED 

SELL ADVERTISING BOOK matches. Big daily commission 
in advance—Union Label plus Glamour Girls, nics, Hill- 
billies; all standard styles and sizes. Big Free Master Catalog. 
Fast alas see repeat business. Superior Match Co., 
Dept. 2-856, 7528 So. Greenwood, Chicago 19. 

CALENDARS ADVERTISING NOVELTIES, Matches! Good 




















Side Line or Full Time. Now is the Time to Sell-All Fypes of - 
atches, 


Calendars, Hundreds of Advertising Novelties, Book M 
etc. Fleming Calendar Co., 6533 age Grove, Chicago 37, Ill. 


DO-IT-YOURSELF 


FIX YOUR TV—How to find and fix any TV trouble. Complete. 
Send $2. Carver, 4120 Sheridan Road, Chicago 13. 


PATENT ATTORNEYS 


INVENTORS WRITE PATRICK _D. Beavers, Registered 
Patent Attorney, 1092 Columbian Bidg., Washington 1, D.C. 














BORROW $50 TO $500. Employed men and women over 25 

eligible. Confidentiai—no co-signers—no inquiries of em- 

ployers or friends. Repay in monthly payments to fit your 

income. Supervised by State of Nebraska. Loan applications 

sent free in plain envelope. Give occupation. American Loan 

Plan, City National Bidg., Dept CD-8, Omaha, Nebraska. 
MALE & FEMALE HELP WANTED 


EARN EXTRA MONEY selling Advertising Book Matches. 
Free sample kit furnished. Matchcorp, Dept. PC-46, Chicago 


32, Illinois. 
SST ES i eas BS 
LEARN CIVIL AND Criminal Investigation at home. Earn 
Steady good pay. Inst. Applied Science, 1920 Sunnyside, Dept., 
14-C, Chicago 40, Il. = seen eee 

OF INTEREST TO MEN 
“INTERESTING MAILS’—25c keeps your mail box full 
three months. Bentz (Desk-R/10), Chatawa, Mississippi. 

LEATHERCRAFT 

FREE “DO-IT-Yourself”’ Leathercraft Catalog. Tandy Leather 
Company, Box 791-A16, Fort Worth, Texas. 


_ BOOKS & PERIODICALS 


FREE ILLUSTRATED HYPNOTISM Catalogue. Write 
Hypnotist, 8721 Sunset, Los Angeles 46W, California. 
WANTED TO BUY 


QUICKSILVER, STERLING, SCRAP Precious Metals. im- 
mediate Payment. Write Mercury Refiners, Norwood, Mass. 






































NEW RUBBER STAMP BUSINESS 
PAYS BEGINNERS ro °9.20 AN HR. 


ART AT HOME 
STN SPARE Tie 


h Table Top Machines 
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The multi-million dollar Rubber Stamp business — once 
controlled by a few big companies —is now being taken 
over by small operators—one in each eommunity through- 
out the United States. Men ‘and Women who have this 
inexpensive machine can turn out huge quantities of Rub- 
ber Stamps with special wording that buyers once were 
foreed to buy from big cities, Material costing only 27¢ 
makes a stamp that sells for $1.80, The machine that 
does the work is simple and easy to operate and it turns 
out as many as six Rubber Stamps at a time, each with 
different wording such as names, addresses, notices, stock 
numbers, prices and other ‘‘copy’’ needed by offices, fac- 
tories and individuals, Working full capacity, it can earn 
as much as $9.20 an hour for the operator! Now you can 
get into the big-pay business yourself, with your own 
home as headquarters. You don’t need experience. We 
supply everything, including complete instructions and 
eight ways to get business coming in fast. Start making 
up to $9.20 an hour from the very beginning. Cash in on 
the profitable Rubber Stamp business in your community, 
right away. We'll mail full particulars FREE and no 
salesman will call. Be first in your locality, Rush coupon 
today or send your name on postcard to: 


RUBBER STAMP DIV., Dept. R-1010 


1512 JARVIS AVENUE © CHICAGO 26, ILLINOIS 












| RUBBER STAMP DIV. 
1512 Jarvis Ave., Dept. R-1010 
Ef Chicago 26, !Mlinois 


ff Piease rush full particulars about the little machine fj 

ee can get me started in the profitable Rubber 
Stamp business at home in spare time. Everything §f 

pve send me is FREE and no salesman will call. = 
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They seek you out, they come tearing down 
your doors, they won’t let you go! They are 
yours, YO INE. In these confiden- 
tial books you'll find ancient love magic and 
modern techniques . . . Don Juan and the 
Man-About-Town .. . And ways to make 
the male personality more potent and 
irresistible! 

It’s a double secret—Intimate romance and 
social strategy. That’s why YOURS ALONE 
offers in 2 complete books: How to Get Along 


with Girls and The Book Etiquette. 

Single, engaged or married, you'll be ed 

with your new power. It’s so easy when yo 
ith Tt’ hh UL 

know how! Only $2. Money-back guarantee. 

| PLAZA BOOK CO., Dept. DT-7110 | 
109 Broad St., New York 4, N. Y. 

| send YOURS ALONE in plain wrapper. If not de- | 

| lighted, | may return it in 10 days for refund. | 
© 1 enclose $2. You pay all postage. | 

: Q Send C.0.D. VI pay postman $2 plus postal 

charges. 

| NAME cco ep ee salon an nate ctwis oo ts eeaoair ee wianaene | 

| AGMA 58 os cae s Spnoinv Cad ws cecansin se Sh eee nates | 
CY weceseesccdesicveevecees Zone..... State.........- 

| 

| Canada & Foreign—$2.50 with order Jj 
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Watch Repairing Pays 
e 
Tt mCi a Learn at home 
Watch repairers in great demand. Train 
step-by-step in 10 easy lessons. We furnish 
all tools and 15 jewel watch and practice 
movement. Turn spare time into cash. A 
licensed school. Low cost. Send for FREE 
— book today. 
ILLINOIS SCHOOL OF WATCH REPAIRING 
2870 Elston Ave., Dept. G-106, Chicago 18, III, 
Start Feainlne at Home For This 
le Clean, High-Class Type of Position 
P Get in line for a raise—or for more profits in 
your own shop. testing and adjusting 
With latest-type scientific motor tune-up Se 
ment. This enables you to locate the trouble 
acy: and gees toe a getting 
ir more . There's mone; 
this, and it’s clean, pseiton work which gets 
the respect and confidence of your customers. 
Send for FREE SAMPLE LESSON 
Carburetor and Ignition Specialization offers 
very superior opportunities for better pay and 
bigger profits because relatively few mechanics 
know anything about this time-saving, money- 
making new test equipment. Now our 5] 
time home-study 
principles and shortens your shop training. 
18-55): Send for full 
SAMPLE LESSON at 


Ambitious men (age 
FACTS AND FRE! 


once. Write today to 





UTILITIES ENGINEERING INSTITUTE | 


2525 Sheffield Ave.,Dept.OCM-1,Chicago14 — 





New, faster SUPER-POWERMET peels old paint. enamel, 
varnish, shellac clean to base wood grain like cutting butter 
with a hot knife. Super-hot tube softens paint electrically. 
Removes up to 12 layers fast as 344 square feet per minute. 
A heavy-duty professional-type tool. Ends scraping, eutting, 
burning, sanding, chemicals. Just plug into any 110-120 
volts AC or 600 Watts DC outlet and allow to heat to 1200 
degrees in less than two minutes. Then put it to work on 
“interior or exterior regular or irregular surfaces, like wood- 
work, elapboards. floors, cupboards, doors, furniture, boats 
and see it peel off paint like magic. Can be used for remoy- 
ing wall paper, paint from plastered walls, asphalt tile 
from floors. Heating surface measures 3”x7*. Comes com- 
plete with $ foot U.L. appro Only $11.98 
postpaid. If €.0.D., send $2.00 deposit, balance plus 
postal charges. SATISFACTION GUARAN ; 
MERIDIAN CO., 366 Madison Ave., Dept. D-700, New York 17 





“A toast,” he proposed, “to England 
and to the Oregon Country! It is now 
ours.” 

The others drank. Whitman barely 
touched water to his tense lips. He eyed 
Dr. McLoughlin, waiting for an explana- 
tion. 

“Tt is true, right enough, Doctor,” said 
McLoughlin. “We have just received word 
from Fort Colville, 350 miles up the Co- 
lumbia. More than 150 new Canadian 
settlers are reported on the trail. They 


_ should arrive. within a fortnight.” 


Whitman’s heart began pounding wild- 
ly. This was bad news indeed. With the 
arrival of more Canadians the Americans 
once again would be outnumbered, despite 
the recruits from Elijah White’s wagon 
train. There was only one thing for him 
to do: ride to Washington as the little 
general had suggested. And as quickly 
as possible. But he dared not leave yet 
for fear of arousing suspicion. 

The dinner seemed to drag on intemin- 
ably. Finally Whitman found an oppor- 
tunity to leave. He went to his room, 
climbed quietly out of a window and 
quickly saddled his horse. 

Riding all through the night, he reached 
his mission early in the morning. Pausing 
only to tell his wife the news, he sought 
out General Lovejoy. 

Lovejoy announced his readiness to 
start for Washington that very day. In 
addition to his own company, the gen- 
eral offered three pack mules and the 
services of his Mexican helper, Rosario, 
who professed to know every trail in the 
West. 

At noon on that third day of October, 
1842, they started out on a formidable 
race against time and distance. To stand a 
chance of winning, Whitman had to reach 
the capital in less than six months, be- 
fore the end of March, 1843. 

For the first 11 days, led by Rosario, the 
little party made good progress over the 
Blue Mountains, on down through what 
is now the State of Oregon and southeast 
to Fort Hall in Idaho in the Blackfoot In- 
dian territory. 

At Fort Hall they encountered their 
first real obstacle in the person of Captain 
Grant, the commandant. Grant was an old 
cavalry officer and a tyrant who had been 
stationed at the fort for several years. 

“Heading east, eh?” he grumbled. “The 
snow in the Rockies is already 20 feet 
deep. The Sioux and the Pawnees are on 
the warpath. The Blackfeet are itching 


to do the same. I’ve got other things to 
do besides trying to keep your scalps on 
your heads beyond the fort.” 

He scowled darkly at Rosario. The 
Mexican’s guiding interest went out of 
him like air from a pricked balloon. 

“The captain is right, sewores,” he said 
apologetically. “There is much snow in 
the mountains. The Indios are very bad. 
Better now we return home.” 

Whitman and Lovejoy were made of far 
sterner stuff. “If it is too late to go over 
the Rockies we'll head around them to 
the south,” the general suggested. “How 
about it, Rosario? Know the trail?” 

“Si, patrén, si,’ Rosario answered, 
avoiding Captain Grant’s eye. 

The latter shrugged his shoulders. “I 
won’t be responsible,” he said sourly. “And 
besides it’s your scalps.” 

They swung southward, looking for the 
soute which circled around the snow- 
topped Rockies. It soon became apparent 
that Rosario the trail blazer was Rosario 
the braggart. He knew no trails south of 
Fort Hall. He did not have the vaguest 
notion how far south the Rockies ex- 
tended. And neither, for that matter, did 
Whitman or Lovejoy. 

After a week of floundering on through 
wild country which seemed to be taking 
them nowhere, they decided to send Ro- 
sario back to Waiilatpui. He agreed with 
great alacrity. 

Whitman now took the lead. His in- 
tention was to blaze a new trail on to Fort 
Uintah and then on to Fort Uncompahgra 
through unexplored territory. Somewhere 
beyond, with luck, they would come to 
Taos, after which they would make for 
Santa Fe, Bent’s Fort and St. Louis. 

It was a most circuitous route which 
they took to avoid the deep snow of the - 
mountain passes. Instead of avoiding bad 
weather, they plunged straight on into 
it, for the winter of 1842 was unusually 
severe. Nevertheless they managed to ride 
on to Fort Uintah, where they engaged 
Henriques to guide them as far as Taos. 

Henriques had been over the trail be- 
fore and knew his way. Although the 
weather remained consistently bad and 
they rode in freezing temperatures, he led 
them straight to the tumultuous Green 
River. And there, but for Whitman’s 
stout courage, he would have called quits. 


O* THE morning following their. des- 
perate crossing they were up before 
dawn, and the journey resumed. 





For several days they rode steadily to 
the southeast, whittling away at the many 
wilderness miles to Taos. Then, as they 
began climbing into the San Juan moun- 
tains on the Continental Divide, it began 
to snow. Henriques regarded the range 
of mountains looming gray and ominous 
and reined in his horse. 

“Better we stop now, sefores,’ he ad- 
vised. “Our food is not sufficient to stretch 
to Taos. Here we can wait until the snow 
is over. We can hunt both bear and deer 
and take much meat with us.” 

Whitman turned to Lovejoy. ‘Think 
you can tighten your belt a little until 
we reach Taos, General?” he asked. 


HE general thought he could. They 

kept right on going. 

The snow did not let up. It had settled 
down to a light but steady fall. By the 
following day it blanketed the ground to 
the depth of the horses’ hoofs. 

Toward evening, as they were about to 
pitch camp, Lovejoy pointed to a set of 
tracks leading through the snow-laden 


pifions. 
“Wolf?” he asked. 
“Dog,” said Henriques as he examined 


the track. “It is a dog of the Jicarilla 
Indios, I think.” 

He followed the tracks, came upon the 
lost dog and shot it. When he returned to 
camp Whitman and Lovejoy regarded the 
mangy carcass with disgust. Henriques 
shrugged and tied it to his saddle. 

“Before we reach the other side of the 
mountains, sezores,’ he predicted gloom- 
ily, ““we may consider ourselves fortunate 
to have even this perro to eat.” 

It was still snowing as they climbed 
upward into the San Juans the next day. 
And by the following afternoon, although 
the skies began to clear, the horses were 
so exhausted floundering through the deep 
snow that Whitman was forced to call a 
halt. 

They pitched camp among the pifions 
and rested the livestock overnight. On 
the day after, when they again tried to 
climb the pass through the mountains, they 
found that the deeply piled snowdrifts 
blocked their way. Behind them the trail 
was now also impassable. They were 
marooned on the shoulder of Fuentes 
Peak and they could not move for 10 
days. 

Their food supplies soon gave out and, 
true to Henriques’ prophecy, they hun- 
grily ate the dog. By the seventh day they 
also had to butcher one of the mules. 

On the 11th day Henriques declared 
hopefully that the snow in the passes had 
melted sufficiently for them to continue. 
He led the way, driving one of the sure- 
footed pack mules ahead to break trail. 
Slowly they fought their way upward to- 
ward the summit. And then the deceitful 
skies suddenly opened. They were caught 
in a blinding blizzard. 

Behind them their tracks swiftly be- 
came obliterated. Ahead was only a thick 
milky-gray curtain. Henriques lashed the 
reluctant mule on. After another half- 
mile, near the top of the summit, it came 
to a stubborn stop. 

The guide angrily spurred his own horse 
ahead and tugged at the bridle of the 
mule. Again he dug his spurs into the 
horse’s heaving flanks. The horse took 
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two uncertain steps and then plummeted 
straight down. 

Henriques screamed in terror as he 
plunged over the brink of the unseen 
precipice. He was still in the saddle, still 
holding on to the reins of the pack mule. 
It skidded over the icy brink after him. 
All three disappeared in the grayish void 
below. 

Badly shaken, Whitman and Lovejoy 
dismounted. Only a few yards from sud- 
den, unseen death, they spent the night 
right there. 

But soon death in another form began 
creeping up on them. The temperature 
was dropping rapidly and they were un- 
able to build a fire. Exhausted, becoming 
ever more drowsy, they were threatened 
by a fatal sleep. 

All through the night they stamped 
about, trying to stay awake and keep the 
blood circulating in their bodies. Despite 


their efforts, however, the numbness in| 


their limbs grew. : 

In the morning the sun came out with 
dazzling brightness, revealing to the half- 
frozen Whitman and Lovejoy that they 
were at the very summit of the pass. Of 
the two, Whitman had fared worse during 
the terrible night. His feet, hands and ears 
were badly frostbitten. Lovejoy suffered 
frostbite in both face and hands. 

“Now,” said the general grimly, “we 
must go on to Taos. And before we lose 
our limbs.” 

They came down out of the snowy 
mountains slowly and then, through sheer 
luck, they stumbled on an Indian trail 
that led to Taos. 

At Taos they found a doctor who 
treated their frostbite. They also found 
welcome relief from their diet of mule 
meat. After a day of rest Whitman was 
eager to push on to Santa Fe. 

“We have already lost more than 10 
days,” he said to Lovejoy, “and now we 
must make’ it up.” 

They arrived in Santa Fe where Whit- 
man inquired anxiously about the latest 
news from the Oregon Country. No one 
knew whether it had become British or 
not. 


“Perhaps,” Whitman remarked hope- 
fully, “there will be news awaiting us at © 
Bent’s Fort.” 

In Santa Fe they picked up another 
guide, a Missourian named Lothar who 
was returning to St. Louis. For several 
days he led them accurately across the 
New Mexican mesas. 

The weather continued to be abnormal- 
ly cold and for two days, before reaching 
a branch of the Arkansas, they rode over 
treeless plains on which they could find 
no wood for a fire. 

When they came to the river they found 
it frozen smooth and they were cheered 
by the sight of trees on the far shore. 

“ll cut firewood,” said Lothar as he 
picked up the small camp ax, “a big stack 
of it.” 

He was a heavy man and as soon as he 
stepped on the river ice it gave beneath 
his weight. He scrambled back to shore, 
wet and freezing. 

“T will try,” Whitman said, taking the 
ax from him. 

Lying down on the ice he pushed him- 
self across the thin crust and arrived safe- 
ly on the other side. He cut a consider- 
able quantity of wood and pushed it over 
the ice ahead of him as he re-crossed the 
river. 


HAT night as they sat around the fire 
Lovejoy noticed the handle of the ax 
was split. He wound a deer throng care- 
fully around it and put the ax down 
against the side of the tent. 

When he awakened on the following 
morning the ax was gone. A set of wolf 
tracks told the story. A hungry wolf had 
prowled through the camp during the 
night and had been attracted to the deer 
thong. The wolf had made off with it, ax 
and all. 

Lovejoy shook his head sadly. “There 
will be no more camp fires for us, I fear,” 
he said. 

They skirted the river and rode on. For 
the next few days they encountered many 
packs of half-starved wolves. The packs 
howled around their fireless camps and to 
protect their livestock they had to main- 


Oat 





tain constant guard throughout the night. 

Eight days’ travel from the river they 
came to Bent’s Fort and there they learned 
that a wagon train had started eastward 
to St. Louis four days before. The wiry 
little general’s face fell when he heard 
the news. By this time he was pretty well 
exhausted. He felt even more so when 
Whitman proposed that they catch up 
with the wagon train and join it. 

“But we need rest,” the general pro- 
tested. “We will go east with the next 
wagon train before the week’s end.” 

“You and Lothar go with it,” said 
Whitman stubbornly. “Ill make for the 
one ahead.” 

He was up and in the saddle before 
dawn the following morning. Three days 
of hard riding and he caught up with the 
wagon train. He rode east with it all the 
way to St. Louis, impatient with its slow- 
ness. He dared not leave it behind, how- 
ever, for much of this part of the journey 
was through hostile Indian country. 

Twice the wagon train was attacked as 
it creaked across the plains. Several whites 
and many Indians were killed in repelling 
these attacks but Whitman himself was 
uninjured. 

When he arrived in St. Louis he found 
news in a two months’ old Boston news- 
paper. The Webster-Ashburton Treaty, 
the paper reported, had been settled on 
August 9th. This was almost two months 
before he had even left Waiilatpui! The 
settlement had been confirmed by the 
Senate on November 10th. His desperate 
ride had been to no avail. 

But as he read on further, hope again 
stirred within him. The part of the treaty 
which had been settled referred only to 
the extreme eastern section of the Canadi- 
an-American boundary in the area around 
Maine. No mention whatever had been 
made of the Oregon Country. There might 
still be time! 

Whitman engaged passage on an east- 
bound stage. From St. Louis he began 
rocking along toward his destination at a 
faster and even more anxious clip. 


EEKS later a buckskin-clad figure 
with face seared by the wind hobbled 
into the White House on frostbitten feet 
for an audience with President Tyler. And, 
though Whitman showed the strain of 
great fatigue, his blue eyes sparked with 
the unquenchable enthusiasm of his mis- 
sion. He painted a glowing verbal picture 
of the “good and smiling country” from 
which he had come and his enthusiasm 
was contagious. Tyler, over Secretary of 
State Daniel Webster’s objections, prom- 
ised to do everything in his power to 
acquire Oregon for the United States. 
“Dr. Whitman,” the President said 
solemnly, “your long ride and frozen 
limbs speak for your courage and patri- 
otism, your missionary credentials are 
good vouchers for your character. I will 
do as you request.” 

Whitman left the White House with a 
great feeling of elation. His long ride 
across the continent, roughly in the form 
of a ragged V, had covered more than 
4,400 miles. Conquering every obstacle 
in his path, he had delivered his message 
to Washington—and in time. On August 
6th, 1846, the Oregon territory became 
part of the United States. 004 
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own manufacture 
for campers and 
hunters. 


L. L. Bean, Inc., 94 Main St., Freeport, Maine 


Mfrs. Hunting and Camping Specialties 


Dept. 30/0, 








We had aaa to walk out 
onto the bridge and plant our third bomb. 
I slipped my dime into the turnstile and 


passing.” 


went first. Sid was behind me with the 
bomb. He shoved his dime in—and the 
turnstile jammed. 

He backed out and went to the other 
turnstile and then I'll: be damned if 
either one of us had another dime. So 
he blithely passed the bomb across the 
barbed-wire fence to me, and I walked 
about one-third of the way across the 
bridge with it. 

I set the camera on self-timer and took 
a picture of myself planting the bomb 
behind a beam near a suspension tower. 
We just got back to the car when a 
California highway patrolman pulled up 
alongside us and politely told us, “You 
can’t park here. This is a military zone.’ 

We thanked him and got the hell out 
of there. 

We looked the Oakland-Bay Bridge 
over pretty carefully and decided to use 
two bombs and do a thorough job on it. 
Besides destroying a vital communica- 
tions link to San Francisco, the bombs 
would cause heavy damage to shipping 
and to the naval station at Treasure 
Island. 


E didn’t have a bit of trouble put- 

ting one of the bombs in a concrete 
blockhouse on the bridge’s upper level 
and the second in an iron brace opposite 
the Treasure Island approach. 

With half our bombs disposed of, we 
were getting edgy. The longer we played 
this game the more realistic it became 
to us, and we knew that a slip-up now 
would jeopardize the whole operation. 

The next day we headed south toward 
home. Twenty miles out of Los Angeles 
is the highly important road junction of 
Highways 99 and 6—two of the main 
escape routes from the city. 

Hard by is the Southern Pacific’s main 
north-south line and across the road is 
the spillway and aqueduct for the Owens 
Valley water supply to Los Angeles from 
Parker Dam. 

One bomb would block the highway, 
knock out the water supply and cut rail 
traffic in and out of Los Angeles. We 
tucked the bomb in a clump of bushes 
near the tracks and left. 

We continued down through the San 
Fernando Valley to Burbank and Lock- 
heed Air Terminal, one of the two large 
airports in the Los Angeles area. It’s in 
the center of a heavily populated resi- 
dential area and adjoins the site of Lock- 
heed Aircraft Co., where many of the 
nation’s fighting planes are manufactured. 





WE SMUGGLED 
IN 10 A-BOMBS 


Continued from page 21 


A bomb hidden in this area would ef- 
fectively cripple the nation’s air power, 
and few of the residents in the neat 
homes that surround the aircraft plant 
could survive the searing blast. 

As we eased to a stop in the public 
parking area, it seemed as though there 
were more guards here than we had en- 
countered at Hoover Dam. And when I 
stepped out of the car to stretch, the 
camera dangling from my neck attracted 
them like flies to the honey-pot. 

One big red-faced officer headed right 
toward us. And he was grinning from 
ear to ear. Had he been tipped off to our 
game of hide-and-go-seek? And was he 
going to tell us that the jig was up now 
that we were so close to completing our 
mission? 

That’s what I thought. 

But he walked right on past us to help 
a pretty young mother a few cars down 
the line who was trying to open a stroller 
while holding a plump baby in her arms. 

I took advantage of the situation to 
snatch the seventh bomb off the back 
seat and looked for a place to put it. 
Each time I spotted a likely hidey-hole 
it seemed as though some cop beat me 
to it. We didn’t want to be seen hanging 
around here too long, and for the first 
time we thought seriously of giving up a 
target. 

If we got caught here the entire oper- 
ation would come apart at the seams and 
the last three very important targets 
would escape “destruction.” 

But on the other hand, Lockheed Air 
Terminal, too, was a high priority target. 

We walked into the terminal café and 
over a cup of coffee spelled out the pros 
and cons of the plant to each other. Fi- 
nally Sid barked, “Gimme that thing and 
get your camera ready.” 

He paid the check and walked over to 
a row of telephone pay stations in a small 
wing off the main lobby. When no one 
was watching he shoved it up on top of 
one of the booths. 

I don’t know what the top was made 
of, but it resounded like a bass drum 
when that cylinder hit. A guy in one of 
the other booths popped his head out and 
asked Sid: 

“What the hell was that?” 

“T don’t, know,” replied Sid with a 
poker face. “I heard it too. Sonic blast, 
I guess.” That seemed to satisfy the 
nosey guy and he disappeared back into 
his booth to finish his call. 

We got back to the car and headed 
through Cahuenga Pass onto the Holly- 
wood Freeway toward the Los Angeles 
Civic Center. 


At the Civic Center the ribbon of su- 
perhighway winds itself into a Gordian 
knot of concrete—the four-tier Clover 
Leaf. Here the freeways from South Los 
Angeles, Hollywood, San Bernardino, 
Santa Ana and Pasadena all come to- 
gether. The slightest traffic accident is 
enough to tie up traffic for miles. It’s a 
traffic cop’s nightmare. 

The Clover Leaf is only a stone’s throw 
from the headquarters buildings of the 
police department and the sheriff’s de- 
partment—the nerve centers of law en- 
forcement. Nearby are heliports, railroad 
terminals, scores of city and county offices 
and communications centers. 

A bomb here would rip the heart out 

~ of one of the largest cities in the U.S. 

Sid pulled off on the shoulder on the 
lower level of the Clover Leaf and while 
he presumably fiddled with a balky car 
I cached the bomb in a hillside of Alge- 
rian ivy. It was a cinch. 

The ninth bomb we planted at Los An- 
geles International Airport. We climbed 
to the upper deck of the terminal build- 
ing, and Sid started to feed the shiny 
cylinder into an open pipe. But the damn 
thing jammed in the elbow, leaving more 
than half of the bomb sticking out. 


COUPLE of kids standing nearby 

watched him yank it out and asked 
him what he was doing. Sid was in no 
mood for conversation, and he grunted, 
“Tryin’ to blow up the joint. Why? You 
guys writin’ a book?” 

As we walked away with our ninth 
bomb one of the kids turned to his pal 
and made a twirling motion with his 
forefinger alongside his temple. 

We finally got rid of the bomb by tuck- 
ing it into an air conditioning unit. 
Taking a breather and a smoke on the 
observation platform, I couldn’t help but 
think what a perfect place this was for 
a bomb. 

There must have been more than 50 
big commercial airliners on the field and 
in the hangars. Across the field was the 
biggest cluster of aircraft plants in the 
world—Douglas, Northrop, and North 
American, to say nothing of the scores 
of smaller sub-contracting shops that feed 
‘them. 

And only a mile away in El Segundo 
were acres of gasoline storage tanks and 
refineries. It isn’t hard to imagine the 
effects of an A-bomb explosion in this 
area. 


PHOTO CREDITS 
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The Short Cut to Learning 








Learn Anything 
| ie FASTER... more easily 


; with amazing 
\ Dermiphone Memory Trainer 


The Scientific Discovery That Works for You... Awake or Asleep 


Now, at last, science shows you how to learn by 


“ear.” With this amazing new scientific method— 
you merely “start” to learn while you’re awake— 
—then university proved Dormiphonics takes over, 
continues the. learning process for you while you 
sleep. Do you want to learn a language? Memorize a 
speech—or an array of important facts, figures, for- 
i quickly in a FRAC- 
TION of the usual learning time. Even more—you 
can correct your speech, break bad habits—even in- 
duce sleep—with this tested new science of Dormi- 
phonics. SAVES YOUR TIME, YOUR EFFORT. 
So simple, children benefit—so helpful and practical 
it is used by educators, psychologists, people of all 
ages, occupations and professions around the world. 





Break Down Barriers to Learning 
Find out HOW the Dormiphonic Memory Trainer 
works FOR YOU—how it can help you learn in less 
time, without intensive self-application. 
Write for FREE Book, “A New Dimension in 
Learning,” or call for FREE DEMONSTRATION 
—Get the Scientific Evidence Today. 


MODERNOPHONE, INC. | 
88-106 Rock. Plaza, New York 20, N. Y. | 
Gentlemen: Please send me your FREE Booklet. I am 


interested in learning more about the DORMIPHONIC 
Memory Trainer and what it can do for me. No obliga- 


tion—no salesman will call. 
check here for Special Booklet A. 


O If under 18, 





My main interest in Dormiphonics is for: 
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| CG Learning a Language os 
0 Memorization < 
| O Habit Correction 


ipeech Improvement | 
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GOVERNMENT 40 ACRE 


OIL LEASE *100 


Act of Congress gives citizens equal rights with Oil 
Co’s. to obtain Govt. leases. You do no drilling, 
vet may share in fortunes made from oil on public 
ands. (Payments if desired) Licensed & Bonded 
Oil ee Free Information & Maps of booming 


areas, 
NORTH AMERICAN OIL SURVEYS 
8272-W Sunset Blvd., Los Angeles 46, Calif. 








“Use My TESTED SALES 
PLAN to make an extra 
$50.00 every week!” 


Says CHARLES CHESTER EATON, JR., President 
Charles Chester Shoe Company 














JUST A FEW HOURS EACH WEEK — evenings, weekends, 
— can add $50 to $100 to your regular income. Be a 
factory representative for CHARLES CHESTER ex- 
clusive patented air-cushion shoes — bring wonderful 
new comfort to friends, neighbors, co-workers! A full 
line of dress, work, leisure shoes for ail the family sold 
only direct from factory to wearer at low factory prices. 


YOUR OWN BUSINESS 
WITH NO INVESTMENT! 


No deliveries, no collec- 
tions — we supply every- 
thing you need. You col- 
lect advance cash deposit 
from your customers — 
we do the rest — and you 
earn extra profit-sharing 
cash bonus monthly! 

























FREE 
SALES 
KIT! 


STEADY AUTOMATIC REPEAT BUSINESS! 
~ Satisfied customers reorder regularly! CHARLES 


CHESTER representatives offer more than 160 styles, 
in a tremendous size range: 1 to 18, AAA to EEE. No 
experience needed — our tested, proven Sales Plan 
shows you how! Write today for details and FREE 
SALES KIT! 
CHARLES CHESTER SHOE COMPANY 
Immediate consideration. 
Phonograph Records Made 
FIVE STAR MUSIC MASTERS, 442 BEACON BLDG., BOSTON, MASS. 

















203 Foundry St., Brockton, Mass. 


POEMS, 


lll d to be set to music. 
Any subject. Send Poems today. 

































EYE GLASSES BY MAIL? =| qa. 
IT CAN BE DONE! Gi j 


Buy from the oldest established firm offer- 
ing this service. Reading-magoifying or bi- 
focal glasses for far and near. Recom- 
mended for folks approximately 40 years or 
older. Thousands of customers! We furn- 
ish 14-lens sample card with many 


Wide selection 
helps you choose 
most becoming styles 
at reasonable prices. 





combinations. 
and other styles 







priced to meet your budget 


SEND NO MONEY! 
30 DAYS TRIAL! 


attractive styles 


SEND FOR — 
FREE catalog 


for men 
and women 














stote Dept. CMG-9 


ADVANCE SPECTACLE CO., INC. 
537 S. Dearborn St., Chicago 5, Ill. 
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SPARKLING COLORED PLASTIC 


Sa PLASTIC LAMI 


Get ORDERS and CASH from your mail- 
man—do work in SPARE TIME at home 
—or expand into FULL TIME business. 
Free facts about 
the newest and most fascinating of 
all home operated businesses. 
the first time a simplified machine 
brings the fabulous profits of Plastic 
Sealing and Plastic Laminating 
within the reach of the small opera- 
tor. Anyone can learn to operate the 
machine with a few minutes practice 
—then with our Magic Mail Plan can 
get mail orders pouring in daily 
with cash in every envelope. No 


Make Thousands of Beautiful Art Creations 


COSTUME JEWELRY e CIGARETTE BOXES 
TRAYS e CANDLESTICKS e COASTE 
LAMP BASES e BOOK ENDS...ALL IN 






Make $20 10 $30.aD 


MAGIC 


a 7 


MAIL PLAN 


For 


canvassing—no selling. We even supply the cir- 
culars you mail to bring back cash and orders. 
Don’t waste a minute. Rush your name, We’ll 


send you FREE and postpaid’ pictured peices 
a and all the facts you need 

ai Ccngyon OF: aensd. uate’ Caintposieeioahn No 
charge. 


WARNER ELECTRIC CO. 
1512 Jarvis Av., Dept.L-7710. Chicago 26, Ill. 
WARNER ELECTRIC CO., 1512 Jarvis Av. 
| Dept.1.-7710,Chicago 26, Il. | 
At no cost to me, please rush complete | 
I am under 
oS eoblieton | 
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MAGNIFYING GLASSES 


FOR FOLKS OVER 4o 
Pa pitti gare a 


Make Small Type | 


NOW,—magnifying lenses for elderly folks who don’t wear 
glasses regularly, who do not have astigmatism or diseases 
of the eye, and who have difficulty reading newspapers, the 
Bible and doing fancy work. It’s no longer necessary to 
struggle and squint with an old-fashioned magnifying glass 
which has only one lens, because Precision Magnifying 
glasses bring you a magnifying lens for each eye and help. 
stop eyestrain and discomfort. Permit restful reading hour 
after hour like you never did before. Try them at home on 
a five day trial plan that leaves no room for doubt. 





PRECISION MAGNIFYING. GLASSES 
A Blessing for Elderly Folks 


Lenses are scientifically (not Rx) ground and polished, 
then fitted into a frame of simulated zylonite. Truly they 
add to your looks, and, for reading purposes they’re won- 
derful. Complete satisfaction guaranteed. Best order a 
pair today. 


SEND NO MONEY 


Just mail name, address and age. On arrival pay postman 
only $4.00 plus C.0.D. postage. Wear them 5 days, then, 
if you aren’t more than satisfied return for refund of pur- 
chase price. If you remit with your order, we ship pre- 
paid, same guarantee. Order from: 


PRECISION OPTICAL, Inc. 
Dept. 710-M Rochelle, Ill. 


OPENS CLOGGED SINK 
WITH ONE STROKE 


Now you can stop using strong chemicals 
that eat away pipes; cause high plumbing 
bills; ruined clothing; spattered floors and 
walls; plus risk of injury to eyes or skin. 
DRAIN-BLO is completely safe in use. 
Builds up to 60 lbs pressure, and with 
one fast downward stroke instantly opens 
up clogged sink. Light and easy to use. 
Sturdy 131.” long. Fits all sinks ex- 
cept those with garbage disposal unit. 
Order DRAIN-BLO now to have handy 
when needed. Send only $3,98 for 
postpaid delivery. Postage added on 
Cc. O. D. orders. 

Money-Back Guarantee 


MERIDIAN CO. 


F Dept. B-700 
366 Madison Ave., New York 17 
| ______t__ 







Here is the sen- 
sationally new 1956 
scale model Electric 
Greyhound Bus that captivates every child (and mommy and 
daddy, too). One flick of the magic léver and off it 
motor, pow: by flashlight battery—safe, economical— 
easily replaced. Comes completely assembled with head- 
lights, balloon-type rubber tires — durable metal iy. 
SEND NO MONEY. Rush your order today. Remit with your 
order and we pay postage or order C.O.D. Ps EoeBee: 


Medford Products, Inc. carnedral Station, Nu Yo 2S, Ni. Y. 


Shrinks Hemorrhoids 
New Way Without Surgery 


Science Finds Healing Substance That 
Relieves Pain—Shrinks Hemorrhoids 

For the first time science has found a 
new healing substance with the astonishing 
ability to shrink hemorrhoids and to relieve 
pain — without surgery. 

In case after case, while gently relieving 
pain, actual reduction (shrinkage) took 
place. 

Most amazing of all — results were so 
thorough that sufferers made astonishing 
statements like “Piles have ceased to be a 
problem!” 

The secret is a new healing substance 
( Bio-Dyne*)—discovery of a world-famous 
research institute. 

This substance is now available in sup- 





pository or ointment form under the nane}™ 


Preparation H.* Ask for it at all drug count- 
ers—money back guarantee. “Reg. U.S. Pat. Off. 


We took the last bomb to Los Angeles 
Harbor. 

We figured on placing it somewhere 
near the water’s edge where it could 
heave up clouds of radioactive spray and 
thus contaminate a wider area. 

We also wanted to block the main 
channel between San Pedro and Terminal 
Island and at the same time get as near 
as possible to the area’s closely-packed 
oil storage tanks and gasoline refineries. 

We had one hell of a time finding the 
right place. And when we did, it was only 
50 feet from the headquarters of the po- 
lice harbor patrol. 

But no one seemed to pay any aiten- 
tion to us as we plotted their destruction 
and put the last bomb in a green tool- 
chest eight feet from the water’s edge. 


HE job was over and all we had to do 

was to wait. 

According to our plan, we would wait 
three days before we broke the story and 
revealed the location of the bombs. If 
security checks at the targets were thor- 
ough the bombs were almost certain to 
be found. 

But they weren’t. ; 

It turned out that in every case but 
one Sid and I had to direct the author- 
ities to the bombs. One of the two bombs 
we had placed on the Oakland-Bay 
bridge had been found by an employee. 

And he put it in a paint locker on the 
bridge “because I didn’t know what in 
blazes else to do with it.” 

A San Francisco News reporter was 
directed to the mock A-bomb on the 





Golden Gate Bridge, and used it as a peg 
for a page one story on Civil Defense. 

Las Vegas Sun reporters found the 
bombs at Hoover and Parker Dams. Po- 
lice retrieved the bombs at the Clover 
Leaf and at the harbor—Civil—Defense 
wardens recovered the bombs at the junc- 
tion of Highways 99 and 6, at Lockheed, 
and at International Airport. 

C.D. officials raised hell over the ease 
with which we had smuggled the bombs 
into the U.S. from Mexico. They accused 
the Central Intelligence Agency of fall- 
ing down on the job. 

But the CIA denied it was responsible 
for internal security. That’s the FBI’s 
job, a spokesman for the agency-insisted. 

The Customs Service at the border de- 
clared it was helpless. It’s woefully un- 
derstaffed and has no devices to detect 
such things as suitcase A-bombs. 

Our bomb-planting junket did succeed 
in tightening internal security,~especially 
at the border, and caused a re-study of 
evacuation procedures. : 

Val Peterson, Federal Director of Civil 
Defense, commended the Mirror-News 
for making the public defense-conscious 
and told me, “You have shown very 
graphically how easy it is to smuggle A- 
bombs into this country and_ to disperse 
them. 

“Our only consolation is that it cannot 
be done with the H-bomb.” 

So if you should see a strange-looking 
cylindrical object on a subway platform, 
under a bridge, or in your neighbor’s 
golf bag, don’t be alarmed. 5 

Tt isn’t an H-bomb. oo 


“New bags for old... . 


“New bags for old... . 
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many of them, and they were too close 
together, and they—heck, they made him 
look different. 

Right from the time he was old enough 
to want girls, Freckles knew they didn’t 
go for him. Not at all. And he sort of 
shrugged and said, “That’s the way it is,” 
without ever shrugging or saying a word, 
if you know what I mean. He just didn’t 
knock himself out trying to find the one 
girl in a million who might have liked a 
short, chubby guy loaded with freckles. 

Not that he cut himself off from wom- 
en entirely; he went with the boys once 
in a while to the house in Sheepshead 
Bay, or the one in Canarsie, or whatever 
place was open at the time in Brooklyn. 
But it wasn’t a big thing with him like 
it is with most guys. The big thing with 
him was coming down to the poolroom 
every night right after supper, meeting 
Lou Tindler and Eddie Scierro and maybe 
Jack Trip, and then playing pool and 
snooker until 12:30 or one. 

Freckles played for dough, and he was 
good. But Lou and Eddie and Jack were 
also good, and so maybe 10 bucks would 
change hands during a year. Which was 
lucky for Freckles because his job at the 
local A&P didn’t pay anywhere in the 
neighborhood of what’s needed for real 
gambling. 

I'd go down to the poolroom about 
nine o’clock and talk to Harry and look 
around, and there would be Freckles, 
playing at one of the tables. His round 
face would never crack a smile, but he 
was more or less contented. He had his 
game of pool, and friends, and mother 
and job—in that order of importance. 
And it was enough for him, I guess. But 
then things changed. 


IRST of all, Lou Tindler and Eddie 

Scierro started double dating two girls 
from Boro Park. They didn’t come 
around so much, maybe two, three times 
a week, and when they did they weren’t 
so keen on a game. This kept up for 
almost six months, and then the whole 
crowd got word of the wedding—a dou- 
ble wedding. Freckles was invited, and he 
attended. It was an afternoon affair, and 
the same night he was down at the pool- 
room, looking for a game of snooker. I 
was in back with Harry when Freckles 
asked for Jack Trip. 

“Not around,” Harry said, leaning back 
in his chair. “Hey, you’re gonna have 
trouble now that Lou and Eddie are 
hitched.” He meant trouble finding good 
enough players, but it turned out it was 
just plain trouble Freckles got. 

“Guess so,” Freckles said, voice quiet 
like always. He blinked his small eyes 
and looked at me. “You play, Phil?” 

“Not me,” I said. 

“So it’s a game you want?” a deep 


SHOWDOWN 


Continued from page 23 


voice said. ‘‘Well, let’s see how good you 
are. And let’s make it worth while.” 

The three of us turned to see a huge 
guy standing nearby, meat-hook hands on 
hips, blue-jowled face grinning. And right 
away I didn’t like him. What I mean is, 
I felt he was a rough one, a guy who 
threw his weight around. a guy who 
didn’t respect anything but a bigger, 
tougher, stronger guy. You know what I 
mean. 

“Name’s Steve Dubrow,” he said, 
sticking out his hand. “Wild Steve Du- 
brow, they called me in Red Hook, I just 
moved into the neighborhood—Georgia 
Avenue.” 

Freckles shook the hand and mumbled, 
“Freckles. This here’s Harry Ross; owns 
the place. This here’s Phil Delco. You 
play much, Steve?” 

Dubrow grinned again and jerked his 
head at a table and said, “Cut the gab. 
Put up or shut up.” 

I didn’t like the tone of voice. Neither 
did Harry. But Freckles winked at us 
and walked to the table. ‘““Any game, any 
bet. Go and pick them.” 

Dubrow picked snooker, and he picked 
a flat bet of 20 bucks. The bet made 
Freckles blink, but he accepted and they 
began to play. 

It was strictly no contest. Freckles 
took him over before I’d finished my 15- 
cent panatela. He put his cue stick in the 
rack, and then smiled. “No charge for 
this one, buddy. You were playing with 
a stranger.” 

What happened next shocked me to the 
core. I’d seen fights before, and tough 
guys, but I’d never seen what you could 
call a really all bad guy. I always figured 
men and women fell into lighter or darker 
shades of gray; that no one was all white 
or all black. In my book even the racket 
boys from Pitkin Avenue had some good 
points, though you had to look hard to 
find them. But this Wild Steve Dubrow 
showed all bad. He must have been 
psycho, rocky in the head, but since he 
was running around loose the only thing 
I could call him was bad. 

He jumped Freckles with no warning, 
leaping around the table and slugging him 
twice in the guts. Freckles fell on his face, 
groaning, holding his stomach. 

“You spotted jerk!” Dubrow yelled. 
He pulled out two tens and threw them 
on the floor near Freckles. “I don’t take 
lip from no one! You cheated all the 
way!” 

That was a lie, and Dubrow didn’t get 
any further in his talk or his actions. 
He’d been bringing back his foot to give 
Freckles a toe in the teeth when some of 
the boys jumped him. Man, that big 
maniac could fight. He battled four grown 
men and broke loose and jumped back. 
He dug a knife from his pocket and the 





LAW TRAINING 
FOR BUSINESS 


(In spare time at home) 
Earn LL.B. Degree 


Thousands of men and women who never 
intend to practice Law are studying it in 
spare time at home as an aid to business 
advancement. 

Today Law is involved in practically every 
business decision. In many lines of work it is 
almost indispensable. Law training develops 
keen, clear, quick, correct and decisive 
thinking. 

You can study LaSalle’s American Law 
and Procedure right in the privacy of your 
own home—progressing as rapidly as your 
time and ability permit. For nearly 50 years 
we have helped over 1,350,000 ambitious 
people get ahead in the business world. 


A MOST UNUSUAL LAW LIBRARY 


This training includes the 14-volume LaSalle 
Law Library—AMERICAN LAW AND 
PROCEDURE —that is the basis of all our 
instruction service. This library has been 
compiled by leaders in the field of Law. It 
covers the whole field in an orderly and 
simple manner that is easy to learn and 
understand. Collateral reading and printed 
lectures, furnished at regular intervals, sup- 
plement the texts. Law instructors personally 
supervise your program. Under the LaSalle 
method you learn by actually solving legal 
problems—not just memorizing rules. 


WRITE FOR TWO FREE BOOKS 


Send the coupon below TODAY and find 
out how you can qualify for the many fine 
openings available to the law-trained man. 
In our FREE books “Law Training for 
Leadership” and “Evidence” you will find 
answers to your questions about the study 
of Law and the LaSalle method. 


— MAIL COUPON TODAY— 


LA SALLE EXTENSION UNIVERSITY 
A Correspondence Institution 
417 S. Dearborn St. Dept. 10378L Chicago 5, ILL. 


Please send me, FREE, “Law Training for Leadership” 
and “Evidence.” 
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TRAFFIC «.d 
TRANSPORTATION 


‘Today the man trained in TRAFFIC AND TRANS- 
PORTATION is one of the most important and 
well paid individuals in business and industry. 
Thousands of firms need experts on rates, tariffs, 
regulations, etc. - 4 

e train you thoroly at home in spare time thru 
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blade made a nasty little sound as it 
shot up. 

“Get back!” Dubrow yelled. “Hear 
me? Get back, all of you!” 

The boys stopped, and then Harry 
Ross said quietly, “O.K., Dubrow, clear 
out before I call the cops.” 

Dubrow looked at him, and Harry 
paled. Dubrow said, “Don’t do that, mis- 
ter. If you do that, I’ll go to jail and 
you'll go to the morgue. Don’t push me. 
Not me!” 

He was screaming now. “Don’t ever 
tell me to get out or stay out or any- 
thing! I come and go where I please! 
This little jerk had it coming! He tried 
to make me look small! But that don’t 
make no difference! I do what I like! 
You hear!” 

He stepped toward Harry, and Harry 
got up out of his chair fast. I was sitting 
right near Harry and I caught part of 
what Dubrow was throwing with his eyes. 
I got up, too. That Dubrow was ready 
to kill! 

“O.K.,” Harry said. “O.K., Dubrow, 
we'll forget the whole thing. Finished.” 

Dubrow stopped and looked around, 
and all the other guys just drifted back 
to their tables, except for Sid Kahn who 
was helping Freckles to his feet. 

Dubrow stared hard at Sid, and Sid 
said, “You're O.K. now, Freckles,’ and 
walked away. 

Freckles braced himself against the 
table, sucked air, then looked at Dubrow. 
Dubrow made an animal sound and 
moved toward him. Freckles put up his 
hands, palms outward, and we could all 
see he was scared half to death. 

“T’m going,” Freckles said. “I’m going.” 
He staggered to the front door and went 
out. ' 
The place was awful quiet, and I knew 
most of the guys must have felt as 
ashamed as I did. Then the games got 
going again) balls clicked, voices rose. 
Harry and I sat down in our chairs. Du- 
brow just stood there, breathing heavy, 
the knife still in his hand. After a while, 
he put the knife away and lit a cigarette 
and leaned against an empty table, watch- 
ing. A minute later, a hard, victorious 
grin spread over his lips. 

I would have shot him dead, if I’d had 
a gun—and the nerve. I hated his guts. 
And I could imagine what Freckles felt, 
thrown out of the joint he loved, humil- 
iated in front of men he’d known all his 
life, forced to reveal his fear to every- 
one! 

Of course, we’d all been chicken when 
it came to facing this Dubrow nut, but 
only Freckles had been slugged. Anyway, 
I went home that night, sick to my 
stomach, swearing I wouldn’t go near 
the poolroom for a month. 

I went there the next night, wondering 
if Dubrow had shown up again. He had. 
He was there when I came in, playing a 
game with two of the young punks who’d 
started drifting in lately. They talked and 
acted like he was really something. 

I sat down in back with Harry and lit 
a stogie and puffed quietly. Harry kept 
his eyes on the TV set, but he wasn’t 
really watching the wrestlers. After a 
while he said, “When you’re in business 
you got to accept ali kinds.” 

“And you’re in business,” I said. 


He looked at me. “I didn’t notice you 
playing hero.” 

“That’s right. Mr. Maniac’s got us all 
scared.” 

“That’s no way to look at it. After all, 
it was Freckles’ fight.” 

“Yeah. What’s on TV tonight?” 

“And if his closest friends won’t stand 
up for him, why expect... .” 

“Closest friends?” I said. 

“Yeah. Jack Trip came boiling in here 
an hour ago, saying he wanted to see the 
guy who'd stomped Freckles. Dubrow 
walked right up to him and said he was 
the one and could he do the same for 
Jack. Jack looked into Dubrow’s eyes 
and hesitated and then sort of shrugged 
and walked away. Dubrow laughed out 
loud and said he never did remember so 
many yellow-bellies in one neighborhood. 
Jack got red in the neck, but didn’t say 
a word. He finally walked out.” 

“For a guy in business, you’re losing a 
lot of customers.” 

Harry flushed and said, “I like having 
my own teeth.” 


COULDN'T argue with him there; so 

did I. And in mixing with Wild Steve 
Dubrow, the cops would always be too 
late. But I still felt like hell. One nut 
had thrown a big shadow over the entire 
joint. Pretty soon the poolroom would 
change. ... 

I didn’t have time to go on with that 
line of thought, because the door opened 
and Lou Tindler and Eddie Scierro came 
in. They were both good-sized men— 
5’ 10” or 11”—and both well fleshed 
They looked around the room and Eddie 
said in a loud voice, “Harry, who’s the 
louse that jumped Freckles?” 

Harry stiffened in his chair, cleared his 
throat, said, “Now let’s not... .” 

But he needn’t have worried about of- 
fending Wild Steve Dubrow. The big guy 
put down his cue stick and straightened 
to his full 6’ 3” and stepped around the 
table. 

“T’m going to make you eat that word,” 
he said, and he was grinning. His grin had 
nothing to do with humor; it was the 
worst thing I ever saw. “I’m going to 
make you beg so loud .. .” 

“Tn the alley, jerk!” Eddie shouted, and 
moved toward the side door. Lou was 
right behind him. 

One of the young punks who’d been 
playing with Dubrow said, “Hey, two 
against one ain’t fair!” 

For a minute, I was afraid that Eddie 
or Lou might rise to the bait, get noble 
ideas instead of using everything they 
had to crush Dubrow. But neither of 
them answered the punk. They went out 
the side door, leaving it open. 

-“Want some help?” the young punk 
asked Dubrow. 

Dubrow seemed to look right through 
him and said, “Don’t make me laugh.” 

The kid dropped his eyes and Dubrow 
walked across the room and out into the 
alley. He closed the door behind him. 

“Give it to him!” I whispered; and I 
was almost praying. “Give it to him, 
boys!” 

Harry didn’t say anything, but he was 
sort of smiling. 

The young punk and a friend ran 
toward the front door, as if to watch the 


fight from New Lots Avenue, but some- 
one said, ‘‘Stay right here, kids. Right 
here.” 

The kids stopped and the one who’d 
offered Dubrow help said, “Oh yeah? And 
who’s gonna make...” 

He didn’t go on because everyone in 
the place was giving him the evil eye. He 
muttered under his breath and swaggered 
back to the table; his friend did the same. 
They picked up their sticks and faked 
a few shots. But they were waiting, like 
the rest of us. 

And just then, in walked Freckles. He 
stopped and looked around and caught 
the tension. 

“What’s up?” he said quietly, still 
looking around for Dubrow. 

I crooked a finger at him and he came 
over. “Lou and Eddie are teaching Du- 
brow some manners in the alley,” I said. 

Freckles’ mouth tightened. “I never 
asked them. I never asked no one to score 
for me.” ; 

“Maybe they ain’t scoring,” the young 
punk called. “Maybe Steve’s doing the 
scoring. He’s much man.” His friend 
grunted in agreement. 

Freckles spoke to me, but it was for 
the entire place. “I don’t hold grudges. 
It’s all over. They shouldn’t have started 
it again.” 

The young punks grunted scornfully, 
and this time ‘they had a point. I felt 
ashamed for Freckles. Some of the other 
guys looked slightly sick. Dubrow had 
Freckles willing to eat dirt. 

Freckles kept his eyes down and said, 
“Morty. how about a game?” 

Morty Becker was a big, quiet guy with 
glasses. At the moment he looked like he 
wanted no part of Freckles, but he was 
a kind guy. 

“Yeah,” he said, and came over. They 
began to play. 

“What the hell’s taking so long?” Harry 


said to me. “Maybe they’re going too 
far.” 

“Too far?” I said, and laughed. “How 
far is too far with a guy like that?” 

The alley door opened. Steve Dubrow 
came into the poolroom. He was breath- 
ing hard, and his pants and shirt were 
dirty, but outside of that he looked fine. 
Not even a scratch! 

“Tn Red Hook,” he said, “we don’t let 
little boys like them into poolrooms.” 

“You used your knife!” I said, and I 
stood up. “By God, this time—” 

He looked at me and laughed. “Pop, 
you’re too old to slug. I used my hands.” 
He held those huge meat-hooks out at 
me, clenching and unclenching the fists. 
“See? My hands.” He laughed again. 


BELIEVED him. And I said nothing 

about him calling me Pop. I was only 
43, but I felt 100, looking at his powerful 
hands. 

I turned to the alley door. Harry Ross 
was standing there, and he turned and 
came back inside. He looked at me and 
shook his head in amazement. “Brother, 
what a mess. I think someone better take 
them down to Beth-El Hospital. Lou’s 
out cold and Eddie’s in no condition to 
drive.” 

Wild Steve Dubrow lit up a cigarette 
and looked around the room and laughed. 
He was challenging everyone, gloating, 
giving us all the needle. He was taking 
over the poolroom, making himself top 
dog, telling us that we either went along 
with him, or took the same as Lou and 
Eddie. And then he saw Freckles. 

“Well, well,” he said, and walked across 
the room. “Spotted boy’s here. I just had 
a chat with two of your friends.” 

Freckles tried a shot, but his hands 
were shaking so badly that he muffed it 
like a beginner. “I didn’t ask them to,” 
he said, his voice weak. “I figured what 
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happened between you and me is over.” 

Dubrow leaned against the table. ‘Sure. 
Spotted boy got a spanking and it’s over.” 
He laughed. 

It was something out of a bad movie— 
the villain taunting the weakling. Only it 
was real, and I couldn’t stand it and 
neither could the others. But we did noth- 
ing. And neither would you if you’d been 
there. That Steve Dubrow—brother, he 
was too much! He had those hands, and 
if the odds got too heavy he had his 
knife, and I was willing to bet he’d use a 
gun if we made things impossible for him. 
So we did nothing. New Lots isn’t famous 
for breeding heroes; at least not this 
section. : 


RECKLES twisted his mouth into a 

kind of grin. “Yeah,” he said. “Yeah.” 

“Yeah,” Dubrow mimicked. ‘Spotted 
boy, you’re making everyone sick.” 

“Someone with a car drive Lou and 
Eddie to the hospital,” Harry said, his 
voice ragged. He was trying to draw 
Dubrow away from Freckles. “Morty, 
you got your car around?” 

“Right outside,” Morty said, putting 
down his cue stick. He looked damned 
glad to get away from Freckles and Du- 
brow. “T’ll need a hand.” 

At least 10 guys walked out with him 
into the alley. I wished I had gone too, 
because Dubrow didn’t let up at all. 
“Spotted boy,” he said, “I’d like to ask 
you a question.” 

Freckles kept on playing, muffing his 
shots, sweat beading his face and neck. 
“Sure,” he said, and his voice was almost 
a whisper. 

“Vou got a girl?” 

Freckles shook his head. 

“No?” Dubrow said. “Ever think of a 
lady leopard?” 

The two punks guffawed and Dubrow 
grinned. Freckles put down his cue stick. 

“Don’t you think you’ve said enough?” 
Freckles whispered, and I thought for a 
minute he was going to bawl. 

“No,” Dubrow answered promptly. 
“No, I don’t think I’ve said enough.” 
He kept grinning. 

Freckles turned and walked away. 

“Vou forgot to say good night,’ Du- 
brow said. 

Freckles kept going. Dubrow started 
after him, and this time I reached for a 
cue stick, hoping Ruthie wouldn’t be dis- 
appointed at the puny three-grand insur- 
ance she’d collect. But Freckles heard 
him coming and quickly said, “Good 
night.” Dubrow stopped. Freckles kept 
his head down and went into the street. 

“He’s chicken,” one of the punks said. 

“And how,” the other said. 

They both fawned as Dubrow~came 
back to them. “Let’s play,” Dubrow said. 

I sat down next to Harry and leaned 
over and murmured, “Harry, this joint 
of yours is beginning to stink.” 

Harry had his shield up, his face blank. 
“Didn’t hear you, kid. Speak up like a 
man.” 

After that, we watched television in 
silence. I left a half-hour later. And I 
didn’t come back for two weeks. When 
I did, I sat down in back with Harry and 
looked around and saw Dubrow playing 
snooker with some of the old customers. 
He was talking, laughing, acting the Great 


White Father. He’d taken over, all right. 

Harry nodded without my saying any- 
thing. “Yeah.” He sighed. “It’s not so 
bad. He’s O.K. as long as the boys stay 
in their places. And as long as Freckles 
doesn’t come around.” 

“Does Freckles come around?” 

“He did, the day after Dubrow sent 
Lou and Eddie to Beth-El. You remem- 
bers. 3°? 

“T remember, all right. Drop it.” 

“O.K. So Freckles came in the next 
night, and Dubrow got on him, and 
Freckles ran out again. He hasn’t shown 
up since then.” 

“What about Lou, Eddie and Jack?” 

Harry shrugged. “Lou and Eddie are 
moving from the neighborhood anyway. 
Jack’s playing at Wallach’s place now.”’ 

I didn’t answer. I was remembering 
what Ruthie had said at dinner. She said 
she hadn’t seen Freckles Lubock, the 
clerk at the A&P, in over a week. 

Had Dubrow run Freckles clear out of 
the neighborhood? 

I asked Harry if he knew anything 
about that. Harry said no, but he got up 
and walked to Morty Becker and talked 
a while. When he came back he said, 
“Morty’s mother is close to Freckles’ old 
lady. Seems Freckles is sick. He went into 
a hospital in Manhattan for observation.” 

The next week I went into the A&P 
for some canned stuff, and there was 
Freckles working the cash register. “Hey,” 
I said, “heard you was sick.” 

He looked up, and his eyes seemed 
sunken deep in his head. “Yeah,” he said. 

“Tm O.K. now.” He licked his lips. “I 
hope.” 

“You hope?” I 
know?” 

“Well, it’s something on my arms and 
legs and chest. Hurts like hell,” he said. 
He shrugged and totaled up my purchase. 
“See you,” he said, handing me my 
change. 

The next day I was in the A&P again. 
Freckles wasn’t around, and I asked the 
manager about it. He said Freckles had 
to go back to the hospital for more skin 
tests. 


said. “Don’t you 


T was five weeks before we heard more 

about Freckles. We’d known that his 
mother was worried sick, but she hadn’t 
handed out any details. Then we got the 
post cards. They were all alike, and they 
were sent to Lou and Eddie and Jack and 
Morty and most of the rest of us. They 
read, “Please be at Harry’s poolroom this 
Friday night. It’s important.” When Wild 
Steve Dubrow showed sis card around, 
we figured that poor Freckles had flipped 
his lid! 

We were there that Friday ‘ight in 
August. It was hot, cloudy, uncomfort- 
able as hell—but those post cards had 
us hooked. And that included Steve Du- 
brow. He was playing snooker with his 
two punk friends when Lou, Eddie and 
Jack arrived together. They came inside, 
Lou and Eddie still showing signs of their 
last meeting with Dubrow, and walked to 
the back in a tight little army. They sat 
down near Harry and me and stared at 
the floor. 

At 10:30, when most of us had been © 
waiting more than an hour, Freckles 
walked in through the open front door. 


He looked bad. He walked slowly, and 
he had some raw-red splotches on his 
face and arms. He glanced around and 
nodded and went right to Steve Dubrow’s 
table. Dubrow put his hands on his hips 
and said, “Spotted boy, you going to an- 
nounce your engagement to that lady 
leopard?” 

Freckles smiled and took a cue stick 
from the rack. He seemed about to chalk 
it, but instead he jammed it straight and 
hard into Dubrow’s stomach. Dubrow was 
plenty man, but catching the small end 
of a cue stick in the belly is guaranteed 
to make any man fold over for a while. 
And before Dubrow could unfold, Freck- 
les switched his grip to the small end of 
_ the stick and laid the heavy end across 
Dubrow’s thick neck. As Dubrow fell un- 
conscious, and all of us in back jumped 
to our feet, Freckles began whipping the 
heavy end of the stick over every inch 
of Dubrow’s massive frame—and he 
didn’t miss a single, solitary spot. But he 
concentrated on the head. 

The two punks made like they were 
going to interfere, but Freckles paused 
for breath and said, “I got plenty stick 
left for anyone who tries to stop me.” 
He was no wild man like Dubrow, but 
somehow the punks believed him. So 
did I. 

He went back to work on Dubrow, and 
after a while the guys started yelling at 
him to stop or he’d be in for a murder 
rap. Freckles bent down, checked Du- 
brow’s battered, bleeding, pulverized face, 
and said, “O.K. One for the road.” 

He raised the cue stick high, holding it 
with both hands, and jammed it straight 
down into Dubrow’s mouth. The brittle 
sound of splintering teeth made us all 
wince. 


Harry ran over then and took the stick 
from Freckles. He looked down at Du- 
brow and said, “I gotta call the ambu- 
lance, Freckles. There’s gonna be cops in 
on this. How can we fake a story?” He 
glanced at the two punks. “We can’t shut 
them up...” 

But Freckles was already walking away. 
He went to the water cooler, which was 
close to where I was standing, and he 
looked down at his arms. He touched the 
right one with his left hand, touched the 
freckled skin and strange red blotches. 
“You messed up my life,” he said, so low 
that I knew he was talking to himself, 
“and now you're killing me. But thanks 
for this. Thanks.” He raised his eyes and 
caught me with my mouth wide open. He 
grinned, and took himself a long drink 
of water. 


RECKLES left before the ambulance 

came, I don’t know if the cops ever 
questioned him, but I do know it couldn’t 
have bothered him one way or the other. 
He went back to the hospital the same 
night, and he died there four months 
later. Cancer of the skin, his mother said. 
It seems those freckles weren’t just 
freckles. 

And yet, I can understand why he 
thanked them. They were killing him, 
but they’d also freed him of fear and 
made it possible for him to walk out like 
a man. 

As for Wild Steve Dubrow, he has nice, 
false teeth and a rebuilt nose and a silver 
plate in his skull. He comes around the 
poolroom once in a while, but when he 
sees a cue stick he just breaks down and 
cries. 

Freckles might as well have killed 
him. oe 


“I forgot, Sam. Did you say vanilla or tutti-frutti?" 
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hind the smaller launches and longboats. 

“T don’t like it, sir,” Lieutenant Com- 
mander Wheeler, Blake’s next-in-com- 
mand, muttered. “I don’t like it at all.” 

Homer Blake stared thoughtfully at the 
silent hills lining the broad mouth of the 
Han River. He saw the fertile rice paddies 
slip by on both sides as the puffing launch 
plowed upstream. He knew that there 
should have been peasants tilling the fields 
—scores and even hundreds of them. But 
the paddies were deserted. 

“T don’t like it either, Wheeler,” he 
murmured absently. “I feel that we're 
sailing right into a trap . 

Blake’s premonition—or guess—became 
a blasting, crashing reality a few moments 
later. The Koreans had indeed set a trap. 
When the “survey” squadron drew abreast 
of Kang-wa Island, the vessels were 
brought under the massed fire of more 
than 200 cannons! 

The Koreans had disguised the guns, 
masking them with coco mats and 
branches. Their forts commanded the 
channel and the guns rained an incredible 
barrage down into the river. 

Luckily for the Americans, the Koreans 
had never been trained to shoot at any- 
thing that moved as fast as the steam- 
driven launches and gunboats. Their aim 
was wild, and their guns were brass muz- 
ale-loaders dating back at least two cen- 
turies. 

Nonetheless, the hail of shot was later 
described as being the “most intense ever 
faced by American forces to that time.” 

Quickly, the Monocacy’s two 10-inch 
guns began returning the fire. The smaller 
guns aboard the Palos also cut loose, as 
did the launch-mounted howitzers. 

The explosive shells rapidly blanketed 


‘the hostile guns in a blasting shower of 


steel. The Korean earthworks, designed 
to withstand low-velocity solid shot only, 
crumbled under the impact of the fire. 


T was soon over. The defenders, over- 

whelmed by weapons they could scarce- 

ly imagine, much less fight against, turned 

and fled, leaving behind large numbers of 
dead. 

Miraculously, the Americans suffered 
only a single casualty. One sailor aboard 
the Monocacy was slightly wounded—al- 
though all men on the decks of the vessels 
were soaked to the skin by the splash of 
the near-misses from the Korean guns! 

Admiral Rodgers’ reaction to the inci- 
dent was what could have been expected. 

“Treachery! Wanton treachery!” he 
stormed. “We shall make immediate re- 
prisal attacks.” 

“Immediate” action was, however, out 
of the question. The salvos from the 
Monocacy’s guns had loosened the ves- 
sel’s moldering plates. The Colorado, or- 
dered to haul anchor and set sail when 
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the first shots were heard, ran aground 
and had to wait for high tide to be re- 
floated. 

One of the steam launches had been 
damaged—not by enemy guns, but by col- 
lision with the Monocacy! 

The angry admiral’s ruffled feelings were 
even further shaken by a letter delivered 
to the flagship by a Korean delegation on 
June 8. 


T is a letter of apology from the Kore- 
an government,” one of the messengers 
explained in Chinese—the only language 
that could be used for communication be- 
tween the two sides. Ambassador Low’s 
interpreter translated the conversation 
with painful slowness. 

“Never mind that foolishness!” 
gers barked. ‘Read the letter!” 

Once that was done, the naval officer 
flew into a wild rage. Whether so in- 
tended—or because of errors in interpre- 
tation—the communication read not as 
an apology, but as an insult to the 
Americans. 

“Throw them off my ship!” the admiral 
thundered. 

He ordered an immediate council of 
war. This was held aboard the flagship. 
There was a slight delay while the officers 
posed for a portrait by the photographer 
who accompanied the expedition—the 
first cameraman, it is believed, to ever 
accompany U.S. forces engaged in opera- 
tions overseas! 

A total of 759 men, including 105 Ma- 
rines, were available to make a landing on 
the Korean mainland. These were or- 
ganized into 10 companies of infantry 
supported by seven artillery pieces. By 
10 A.M., June 9, the men and guns had 
been transferred to three steam launches 
and 20 whaleboats, longboats and gigs. 

“On to Seoul!” Admiral Rodgers 
shouted dramatically. “Teach the heathen 
a lesson they'll never forget!” 

The convoy, headed by the Monocacy, 
her armament now beefed up by two 
nine-inch guns from the Colorado, headed 
upstream. At one p.m., the first hostile 
fort was sighted. A few rounds sent the 
garrison fleeing into the hills. 

Someone had picked the landing spot by 
poking a pencil into a map. It was lo- 
cated about 800 yards below the fort. It 
was the worst place in the world to land 
anything but a flock of mud hens. The 
Korean gumbo mud, which would plague 
U.S. troops almost 80 years later, all but 
swallowed up the guns and men when they 
set foot on shore. s 

Five companies of infantry had to be 


Rod- 


‘detached—just to pull the howitzers out 


of the mud and get them to solid ground! 
“We'd better camp for the night,” Cap- 

tain Blake—still in command—decided. 
The Marines didn’t make camp with the 


bulk of the force. The Leathernecks bivou- 
acked about half a mile from the main 
body. They were probably the first Ameri- 
cans in history to feel the force of a Kore- 
an banzai charge. 

The Koreans came in, screaming and 
howling, at midnight. The Marines drove 
them off with their carbines, and the score 
stood at no casualties for either side. 

“We'll move on the middle forts this 
morning,” Captain Blake told his staff. 

The 19th Century combined-ops troops 
advanced behind a pounding barrage from 
the Monocacy’s guns. They found the 
middle forts deserted. Some 60 artillery 
pieces, ridiculous two-inch brass smooth- 
bores, were captured. 

“Make the proper notations in the 
journal,” Blake instructed his yeoman 
clerk. ‘We didn’t capture this fort—the 
ship’s guns did the job. We’ll name the 
place Fort Monocacy.” 

The column moved out quickly to cap- 


ture the third fort, but this was not to be: 


as easy as the others. The Koreans were 
determined to hold. The soldiers had been 
told they would lose face if they sur- 
rendered the last bastion—and disgrace 
to the Oriental was more terrifying than 
death! 

“Charge!” Blake commanded. 

The Marines and naval shore party 
members went up the hill leading to the 
walls of the fort at a dead run. They fired 
as they went. The Koreans triggered off 
volley after volley, but their ancient 
jimgals — rickety smoothbore muskets — 
were inaccurate. 

A Marine officer—a Lieutenant McKee 
—was the first over the parapets. A Ko- 
rean shot him point-blank in the groin, 
but McKee killed his attacker before he 
collapsed. : 

A wild fight raged inside the mud- 
walled fort. But the breech-loading car- 
bines and rifles of the attackers were too 
much for the Koreans. 

Within an hour, the “battle” was over. 
More than 100 Koreans lay dead inside 
the fort. An equal number had fallen into 
the river, gunned down as they ran. Cap- 
tain Blake’s memoirs list 243 other Kore- 


an dead as being found outside the walls 
of the fort. 

“What’ll we do with the prisoners? 
We've got 20, all wounded.” Captain Mac- 
Lane Tilton, a Marine officer, asked Blake. 

“Take them to the Monocacy under 
guard—and have the ship’s surgeon attend 
to them.” 

Victory? Yes, it was a victory, but not 
one of which anyone could be very proud 
or which anyone wanted to remember. 

Hundreds of Koreans had been killed, 
and the Marines burned their bodies. Am- 
erican losses were negligible in contrast to 
the carnage the trained, disciplined troops 
had caused. 

Three Americans were killed: Lieuten- 
ant McKee, a sailor from the Colorado, 
and a Marine from the corvette Benicia. 
Five were badly wounded, five more 
slightly injured. 

It was an empty victory. Admiral Rod- 
gers’s supplies of ammunition and coal 
were depleted. His ships were in poor 
shape. He could not follow up the initial 
success and had no alternativé but to pre- 
pare for a return to Yokohama. 


HE campaign ended. It was the short- 

est “war” in United States history. 
American troops had spent only 48 hours 
on shore—less than 18 hours in the field. 
They had razed five forts, captured 50 
flags and 500 artillery pieces, but not until 
1882 would treaties be signed establishing 
trade and diplomatic relations between the 
U.S. and Korea. 

Admiral Rodgers took his. squadron 
back to Yokohama. He remained in the 
Orient for a few more months as com- 
mander of the U.S. Navy’s Asiatic Squad- 
ron—a minor post, considering that the 
entire Navy consisted of only 9,500 of- 
ficers and men at that time! Then he 
faded into obscurity. 

The First Korean War was almost en- 
tirely ignored by the American press. 
Barely mentioned in dispatches, it was 
soon forgotten. Had the photographs in 
the National Archives not come to light 
recently, it might never have been re- 
membered. o4¢ 
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HE FLEW THROUGH THE AIR 


To the Editor: 

I have just finished reading “My 
Bottoms-Up Blimp Ride” by Arno 
Katt in the May issue of STAG. I 
saw something along the same line 
happen. 

In 1943, while stationed at an. air 
base at Alliance, Nebraska, I was in 
company B, 875 a/B Eng. Bn. One 
day our company was on a hike along 
the air strip. A C-47 came over, head- 
ing for the field. It had a nylon rope 
attached to it. As it passed over, we 
all ducked, but the rope wound around 
one fellow’s leg. It took him up in the 
air, battered him up some by bounc- 
ing him on the ground. Finally the 
rope came loose and he fell. He was 
still in the hospital when we were 
sent overseas. 

If you print this letter, no doubt 
you will hear from others who wit- 
nessed the incident, perhaps even the 
fellow who was hurt. 


Larry Clark 
Bend, Oregon 


SOLDIERS OF FORTUNE 


To the Editor: 

Just read “The Fantastic Army of 
Barney Carson” in the July issue of 
STAG. I am a soldier of fortune my- 
self. I am a pilot in good standing, 
have my passport and all necessary 
papers. Would like to join Carson in 
his next job. How can I reach him? 


Mark D. Amsdell 
San Antonio, Texas 


To the Editor: 

. . . I tried to locate the area in 
which free-lance General Carson was 
operating on a map. I found the 
towns of Puerto Cortez and San Pedro 
on a Rand McNally map. However, 
Dean Ballenger states that General 
Carson was fighting in Santa Rosa 
Province, and several maps and en- 
cyclopedias I consulted place both 


towns in Cortez Department. I can’t 
even find a Santa Rosa Province in 
Honduras. 


Harold V. Dunn, Jr. 
Santa Rosa, Calif. 


Dean Ballenger answers both questions: 
“The names of provinces in some of 
those Central American countries are 
about as sensible as their politics. 
I've been informed that it is the custom 
for an insurrectionist to rename a 
province after his favorite saint, or 
perhaps his daughter, wife or girl 
friend. This may explain why Santa 
Rosa Province, as such, doesn't appear 
on the maps you consulted. 

“| am preparing another story for 
STAG about Carson's subsequent ex- 
periences, this time as a government 
Indian hunter in Brazil. Carson's 
address and how to join his corps of 
Indian killers will appear in the story.” 


EAST, WEST, WHERE’S BEST? 


To the Editor: 

I enjoyed your July issue very 
much, especially “The Rape of the 
Kazakhs.”’ I am very much interested 
in conditions in Kashmir, where the 
Kazakhs ended up. Also in Pakistan 
and India. Please advise me as to 
possible job opportunities in these 
areas. Also the situation as to eating, 
playing and, of course, women—for a 
single man. 


Robert W. Alson 
Springfield, Mo. 


Write to the consulates general of 
India and Pakistan in New York for 
information. Also, you might watch 
the job section of Stag Confidential 
for hither tips. Food and recreation 
are fields in which tastes are so diver- 
gent that we'll have to leave them up 
to your own experience. As for the 
women, we have found them splendid 
—for a single man—almost every- 
where. What's wrong with the girls in 
Missouri? 
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are made clear and simple. Important business 
subjects made easy in this book include bank 
interest. discount, income on securities, pay- 
ment on mortgages, insurance plans. etc. 


ALGEB! 2 This book makes 

° algebra a live in- 
teresting subject. The author starts 
with simple problems from everyday 
fe that can be solved by arithmetic 
and shows you how to apply alge- 
braic methods. 

Among other subjects. this book 
teaches you all about logarithms— 
the method of computation that en- 
gineers use to save time. It also 
shows you how to solve problems 
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which are involved in all business 
and industrial work relating to ma- 
chines, engines. ships. autos. planes. 
ete. 


GEOMETRY: 72 228 cc 
*you the practi- 
cal, common-sense method for solv-~ 
ing all problems in both plane and 
solid geometry — problems ranging 
from the simplest distance problems 
to. the geometry of spheres which 
has applications ranging all the way 
from the atom to the earth itself, 

Here you will find all the facts 
you need to deal with angles, tri- 
angles. circles, and the many other 
geometric figures that are basic to 
engineering design. 


TRIGONOMETRY: @3i1'5 
* cally 
every problem in machine work, land 
surveying. mechanics, astronomy 
and navigation is solved by methods 
of trigonometry; and this interest- 
ing volume makes the methods of 
solving them clear and easy. 
These methods are explained 
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simply. with actual examples of cal- 
culations of height and distance as 
applied to meteorology. the deter- 
mination of the position of a ship at 
sea, the construction of buildings. 
bridges and dams. the cutting of 
gears, etc The great range of prob- 
lems includes those arising in the 
work of the civil engineer. whether 
he is surveying land. laying out a 
road or railroad track, or merely 
“leveling off" a lawn or tennis court. 


CALCULUS: This branch of 
° mathematics 
deals with rate problems and, is ¢s- 
sential in computation involving ob- 
Jects moving with varying rates of 
speed. It also enables us to find the 
most efficient design for any kind of 
mechanism, engine, or moving ve- 
hicle. The practical application of 
calculus forms much of the founda- 
tion for our present world of engi- 
neering and mechanics. In each 
chapter, author shows you, step by 
step. how to work out practical prob- 
lems that occur in business and 
industry. 
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THE MAN WHO 
LIVED UNDERGROUND 


continued from page 29 





above him and with a wild gasp of ex- 
ertion he snatched the cover far enough 
off to admit his-body. He swung his legs 
over the opening and lowered himself into 
watery darkness. He hung for an eternal 
moment to the rim by his fingertips, then 
he felt rough metal prongs and at once 
he knew that sewer workmen used these 
ridges to lower themselves into manholes. 
Fist over fist, he let his body sink until 
he could feel no more prongs. He swayed 
in dank space; the siren seemed to howl 
at the very rim of the manhole. He 
dropped and was washed violently into an 
ocean of warm, leaping water. His head 
was battered against a wall and he won- 
dered if this was death. Frenziedly his 
fingers clawed and sank into a crevice. He 
steadied himself and measured the 
strength of the current with muscular ten- 
sion. He stood slowly in water that dashed 
past his knees with fearful velocity. 

He heard a prolonged scream of brakes 
and the siren broke off. Oh, God! They 
had found him! Looming above his head 
in the rain a white face hovered over the 
hole. “How did this damn thing get off?” 
he heard a policeman ask. He saw the 
steel cover move slowly until the hole 
looked like a quarter moon turned black. 
“Give me a hand here,” someone asked. 
The cover clanged into place, muffling’ the 
sights and sounds of the upper world. 
Knee-deep in the pulsing current, he 
breathed with aching chest, filling his lungs 
with the hot stench of yeasty rot. 

From the perforations of the manhole 
cover, delicate lances of hazy violet sifted 
down and wove a mottled pattern upon 
the surface of the streaking current. His 
lips parted as a car swept past along the 
wet pavement overhead, its heavy rumble 
soon dying out, like the hum of a plane 
speeding through a dense cloud. He had 
never thought that cars could sound like 
that; everything seemed strange and un- 
real under here. He stood in darkness for 
a long time, knee-deep in rustling water, 
musing. 

The odor of rot had become so general 
that he no longer smelt it. He got his cig- 
arettes, but discovered that his matches 
were wet. He searched and found a dry 
folder in the pocket of his shirt and man- 
aged to strike one; it flared weirdly in the 
wet gloom, glowing greenishly, turning 
red, orange, then yellow. He lit a crumpled 
cigarette; then, by the flickering light of 
the match, he looked for support so that 
he would not have to keep his muscles 
flexed against the pouring water. His 
pupils narrowed and he saw to either side 
of him two steaming walls that rose and 


curved inward some six feet above his 
head to form a dripping, mouse-colored 
dome. The bottom of the sewer was a 
sloping V-trough. To left, the sewer van- 
ished in ashen fog. To right was a steep 
down-curve into which water plunged. 

He saw now that had he not regained 
his feet in time, he would have been swept 
to death, or had he entered any other 
manhole he would have probably drowned. 
Above the rush of the current he heard 
sharper juttings of water; tiny streams 
were spewing into the sewer from smaller 
conduits. The match died; he struck an- 
other and saw a mass of debris sweep 
past him and clog the throat of the down- 
curve. At once the water began rising 
rapidly. Could he climb out before he 
drowned? A long hiss sounded and the 
debris was sucked from sight; the cur- 
rent lowered. He understood now what 
had made the water toss the manhole 
cover; the down-curve had become tem- 
porarily obstructed and the perforations 
had become clogged. 

He was in danger: he might slide into 
a down-curve; he might wander with a 
lighted match into a pocket of gas and 
blow himself up; or he might contract 
some horrible disease. . . . Though want- 
ing to leave, an irrational impulse held 
him rooted. To left, the convex ceiling 
swooped to a height of less than five feet. 
With cigarette slanting from pursed lips, 
he waded with taut muscles, his feet 
sloshing over the slimy bottom, his shoes 
inking into spongy slop, the slate-colored 
water cracking in creamy foam against his 
knees. Pressing his flat left palm against 
the lowered ceiling, he struck another 
match and saw a metal pole nestling in a 
niche of the wall. Yes, some sewer work- 
man had-left it. He reached for it, then 
jerked his head away as a whisper of scur- 
rying life whisked past and was still. He 
held the match close and saw a huge rat, 
wet with slime, blinking beady eyes and 
baring tiny fangs. The light blinded the 
rat and the frizzled head moved aimlessly. 
He grabbed the pole and let it fly against 
the rat’s soft body; there was a shrill 
piping and the grizzly body splashed into 
the dun-colored water and was snatched 
out of sight, spinning in the scuttling 
stream. 


E swallowed and pushed on, following 
the curve of the cavern, sounding 
the water with the pole. By the faint 
light of another manhole cover he saw, 
amid looose wet brick, a hole with walls 
of damp earth leading into blackness. Gin- 
gerly he poked the pole into it; it was hol- 
low and went beyond the length of the 
pole. He shoved the pole before him, 
hoisted himself upward, got to his hands 
and knees, and crawled. 
He crept a long way, then stopped, cu- 
rious, afraid. He put his right foot for- 
ward and it dangled in space; he drew 


back in fear. He thrust the pole outward ~ 


and it swung in emptiness. He trembled, 
imagining the earth crumbling and bury- 
ing him alive. He scratched a match and 
saw that the dirt floor sheered away 
steeply and widened into a sort of cave 
some five feet below him. An old sewer, 
he muttered. The match ceased to burn. 

Using the pole as a kind of ladder, he 


slid down and stood in darkness. The air 
was a little fresher and he could still hear 
vague noises. Where was he? He felt sud- 
denly that someone was standing near 
him and he turned sharply, but there was 
only darkness. He poked cautiously and 
felt a brick wall; he followed it and the 
strange sounds grew louder. Was it a mo- 
tor? A baby crying? Music? A siren? He 
groped on, and the sounds came so clearly 
that he could feel the pitch and timbre of 
human voices. Yes, singing! That was it! 
He listened with open mouth. It was a 
church service. Enchanted, he groped 
toward the waves of melody. 

Jesus, take me to your home above 

And fold me in the bosom of Thy 

love... 

The singing was on the other side of 
a brick wall. Excited, he wanted to watch 
the service without being seen. Whose 
church was it? He knew most of the 
churches in this area above ground, but 
the singing sounded too strange and de- 
tached for him to guess. He looked to 
left, to right, down to the black dirt, then 
upwards and was startled to see a bright 
sliver of light slicing the darkness like the 
blade of a razor. He struck one of his two 
remaining matches and saw rusty pipes 
running along an old concrete ceiling. 
Photographically he located the exact po- 
sition of the pipes in his mind. The match 
flame sank and he sprang upward; his 
hands clutched a pipe. He swung his legs 
and tossed his body onto the bed of pipes 
and they creaked, swaying up and down; 
he thought that the tier was about to 
crash, but nothing happened. He edged 
to the crevice and saw a segment of black 
men and women, dressed in white robes. 
singing, holding tattered songbooks in 
their black palms. His first impulse was 
to laugh, but he checked himself. 

What was he doing? He was crushed 
with a sense of guilt. Would God strike 
him dead for that? The singing swept on 
and he shook his head, disagreeing in 
spite of himself. They oughtn’t to do 
that, he thought. But he could think of 
no reason why they should not do it. Just 
singing with the air of the sewer blowing 
in on them. .. . He felt he was gazing 
upon something abysmally obscene, yet 
he could not bring himself to leave. 

After a long time he grew numb and 
dropped to the dirt. Pain throbbed in his 
legs and a deeper pain, induced by the 
sight of those black people groveling and 
begging for something they could never 
get, churned in him. A vague conviction 
mde him feel that those people should 
stand unrepentant and yield no quarter 
in singing and praying, yet ke had run 
away from the police, had pleaded with 
them to believe in fis innocence. He 
shook his head, bewildered. 

He groped back through the hole toward 
the sewer and the waves of song subsided 
and finally he could not hear them at all. 
He came to where the earth hole ended 
and he heard the noise of the current 
and time lived again for him, measuring 
the moments by wash of water. 

The rain must have slackened, for the 
flow of the water had lessened and came 
only to his ankles. Ought he go up into 
the streets and take his chances on hiding 
somewhere else? But they would surely 
catch him. The mere thought of dodging 


and running again from the police made 
him tense. 

He went forward for about a quarter 
of an hour, wading aimlessly, poking 
the pole carefully before him. Then he 
stopped, his eyes fixed and intent. What’s 
that? A strangely familiar image attracted 
and repelled him. Lit by the yellow stems 
from another manhole cover was a tiny 
nude body of a baby snagged by debris 
and half-submerged in water. Thinking 
that the baby was alive, he moved im- 
pulsively to save it, but his roused feel- 
ings told him that it was dead, cold, 
nothing, the same nothingness he had felt 
while watching the men and women sing- 
ing in the church. Water blossomed about 
the tiny legs, the tiny arms, the tiny 
head, and rushed onward. The eyes were 
closed, as though in sleep; the fists were 
clenched, as though in protest; and the 
mouth gaped black in a soundless cry. 

He straightened and drew in his breath, 
feeling that he had been staring for all 
eternity at the ripples of veined water 
skimming impersonally over the shriveled 
limbs. He felt as condemned as when the 
policemen had accused him. Involuntarily 
he lifted his hand to brush the vision 
away, but his arm fell listlessly to his 
side. Then he acted; he closed his eyes 
and reached forward slowly with the 
soggy shoe of his right foot and shoved 
the dead baby from where it had been 
lodged. He kept his eyes closed, seeing 
the little body twisting in the current as 
it floated from sight. He turned, shook his 
head, and tramped back to the dirt cave 
by the church, his lips quivering. 

Back in the cave, he sat and leaned his 
back against a dirt wall. His body was 
trembling slightly. Finally his senses 
quieted and he slept. When he awakened 
he felt stiff and cold. He had to leave this 
foul place, but leaving meant facing those 
policemen who had wrongly accused him. 
No, he could not go back above ground. 
He remembered the beating they had 
given him and how he had signed his 
name to a confession, a confession which 
he had not even read. He had been too 
tired when they had shouted at him, de- 
manding that he sign his name; he had 
signed it to end his pain. 

He stood and groped about in the 
darkness. The church singing had stopped. 
How long had he slept? He did not know. 
But he felt refreshed and hungry. He 
doubled his fist nervously, realizing that 
he could not make a decision. As he 
walked about he stumbled over an old 
rusty iron pipe. He picked it up and felt 
a jagged edge. Yes, there was a brick wall 
and he could dig into it. What would he 
find? Smiling, he groped to the brick 
wall, sat, and began digging idly into 
damp cement. I can’t make any noise, he 
cautioned himself. As time passed he 
grew thirsty, but there was no water. He 
had to kill time or go above ground. The 
cement came out of the wall easily; he 
extracted four bricks and felt a soft draft 
blowing into his face. He stopped, afraid. 
Who was beyond? He waited a long time 
and nothing happened; then he began 
digging again, soundlessly, slowly; he en- 
larged the hole and crawled through into 
a dark room and collided with another 
wall. He felt his way to the right; the 
wall ended and his fingers toyed in space, 


like the wiggling antennae of an insect. 

He fumbled on and his feet struck 
something hollow, like wood. What’s this? 
He felt with his fingers. Steps. . . . He 
stooped and pulled off his shoes and 
mounted the stairs and saw a yellow 
chink of light shining and heard a low 
voice speaking. He placed his eye to a 
keyhole and saw the nude waxen figure 
of a man stretched out upon a white ta- 
ble. The voice, low-pitched and vibrant, 
mumbled indistinguishable words, neither 
rising nor falling. He craned his neck and 
squinted to see the man who was talk- 
ing, but he could not locate him. Above 
the naked figure was suspended a huge 
glass container filled with a blood red 
liquid from which a white rubber tubing 
dangled. He crouched ‘closer to the door 
and saw the tip end of a black object lined 
with pink satin. A coffin, he breathed. 
This is an undertaker’s establishment. . . . 

He turned to leave. Three steps down 
it occurred to him that a light-switch 
should be nearby; he felt along the wall, 
found an electric button, pressed it, and 
a blinding glare smote his pupils so hard 
that he was sightless, defenseless. His 
pupils contracted and he wrinkled his 
nostrils at a peculiar odor. At once he 
knew that he had been dimly aware of 
this odor in the darkness, but the light 
had brought it sharply to his attention. 
Some kind of stuff they use to embalm, 
he thought. He went down the steps and 
saw piles of lumber, coffins, and a long 
work bench. In one corner was a tool 
chest. Yes, he could use tools, could tun- 
nel through walls with them. He lifted 
the lid of the chest and saw nails, a ham- 








mer, a crowbar, a screw-driver, a light 
bulb, and a long length of electric wire. 

He was about to hoist the chest to his 
shoulder when he discovered a door be- 
hind the furnace. Where did it lead? He 
tried to open it and found it securely 
bolted. Using the crowbar so as to make 
no sound, he pried the door open; it 
swung on creaking hinges, outward. Fresh 
air came to his face and he caught the 
faint roar of a faraway sound. Easy now, 
he told himself. He widened the door and 
a lump of coal rattled toward him. A coal 
bin. . . . Evidently the door led into an- 
other basement. The roaring noise was 
louder now, but he could not identify it. 
Where was he? He groped slowly over 
the coal pile, then ranged in darkness 
over a gritty floor. The roaring noise 
seemed to come from above him, then 
below. His fingers followed a wall until 
he touched a wooden ridge. A door, he 
breathed. 


HE noise died to a low pitch; he felt 

his skin prickle. It seemed he was 
playing a game with an unseen person 
whose intelligence outstripped his. He 
put his ear to the flat surface of the door. 
Yes, voices. . . . Was this a prizefight 
stadium? The sound of the voices came 
clear and sharp, but he could not tell if 
they were joyous or despairing. He twist- 
ed the knob till he heard a soft click and 
felt the springy weight of the door swing- 
ing toward him. He was afraid to open it, 
yet captured by curiousity and wonder. 
He jerked the door wide and saw on the 
far side of the basement a furnace glow- 
ing red. Ten feet away was still another 


I’ve got to hide, he told himself, as 
he crouched in the dark vestibule. 
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door, half ajar. He crossed and peered 
through the door into an empty, high- 
ceilinged corridor that terminated in a 
dark complex of shadow. The belling 
voices rolled about him and his eagerness 
mounted. He stepped into the corridor 
and the voices swelled louder. He crept 
on and came to a narrow stairway leading 
circularly upwards; there was no question 
but that he was going to ascend those 
stairs. 

Mounting the spiraled staircase, he 
heard the voices roll in a steady wave, 
then leap to crescendo, only to die away, 
but always remaining audible. Ahead of 
him glowed red letters: E — X — I — T. 
At the top of the steps he paused in front 
of a black curtain that fluttered uncer- 
tainly. He parted the folds and looked 
into a convex depth that gleamed with 
clusters of ‘shimmering lights. Sprawling 
below him was a stretch of human 
faces, tilted upwards, chanting, whistling, 
screaming, laughing. Dangling before the 
faces, high upon a screen of silver, were 
jerking shadows. A movie, he said with 
slow laughter breaking from his lips. 

He stood in a box in the reserved sec- 
tion of a movie house and the impulse he 
had had to tell the people in the church 
to stop their singing seized him. These 
people are laughing at their lives, he 
thought with amazement. They were 
shouting and yelling at the animated 
shadows of themselves. His compassion 
fired his imagination and he stepped out 
of the box, walked out upon thin air, 
walked on down to the audience; and. 
hovering in air just above them, he 
stretched out his hand to touch them. 
. . . His tension snapped and he found 
himself back in the box, looking down 
into the sea of faces. No; it could not be 
done; he could not awaken them. He 
sighed. Yes, these people were children, 
sleeping in their living, awake in their 
dying. 

He turned away, parted the black cur- 
tain and looked out. He saw no one. He 
started down the white stone steps and 
when he reached the bottom he saw a 
white man in trim blue uniform coming 
towards him. 

“Looking for the men’s room, sir?” the 
man asked; and, without waiting for an 
answer, he turned and pointed: “This 
way sir. The first door to your right.” 

He watched the man turn and walk up 
the steps and go out of sight. Then he 
laughed. What a funny fellow... ! He 
went back to the basement and stood in 
the red darkness, watching the glowing 
embers in the furnace. He went to the 
sink and turned the faucet and the water 
flowed in a smooth silent stream that 
looked like a spout of blood. He brushed 
the mad image from his mind and began 
to wash his hands leisurely, looking about 
for the usual bar of soap. He found one 
and rubbed it in his palms until a rich 
lather bloomed in his cupped fingers, like 
a scarlet sponge. He scrubbed and rinsed 
his hands meticulously, then hunted for 
a towel; there was none. He shut off the 
water, pulled off his shirt, dried his hands 
on it; when he put it on again he was 
grateful for the cool dampness that came 
to his skin. 

Yes, he was thirsty; he turned on the 
faucet again, bowled his fingers and when 


the water bubbled over the brim of his 
cupped palms, he drank in long, slow 
swallows. His bladder grew tight; he shut 
off the water, faced the wall, bent his 
head and watched a red stream strike the 
floor. 

He heard footsteps and crawled quickly 
into the coal bin. Lumps rattled noisily. 
The footsteps came into the basement 
and stopped. Who was it? For a long 
time there was silence, then he heard the 
clang of metal and a brighter glow lit the 
room. Somebody’s tending the furnace. 
he thought. Footsteps came closer and 
he stiffened. Looming before him was a 
white face lined with coal dust, the face 
of an old man with watery blue eyes. 
Highlights spotted his gaunt cheekbones, 
and he held a huge shovel. There was a 
screechy scrape of metal against stone. 
and the old man lifted a shovel full of 
coal and went from sight. 


HE room dimmed momentarily, then a 

yellow glare came as coal flared at the 
furnace door. Six times the old man came 
to the bin and went to the furnace with 
shovels of coal, but not once did he lift 
his eyes. Finally he dropped the shovel, 
mopped his face with a dirty hand- 
kerchief, and sighed: the furnace door 
banged shut; the old man shuffled back to 
the coal bin, ‘““Wheeew. . . .” He turned 
slowly and trudged out of the basement, 
his footsteps dying away. 

He stood, and lumps of coal clattered 


He balanced himself on the slimy 
bottom and swung at the rat’s body. 





down the pile. He stepped from the bin 
and was startled to see the shadowy out- 
line of an electric bulb hanging above his 
head. Why had not the old man turned it 
on? Oh, yes. . . . He understood. The 
old man had worked here for so long that 
he had no need for light. 

His eyes fell upon a lunch pail and he 
was afraid to hope that it was full. He 
picked it up; it was heavy. He opened it. 
Sandwiches . . . ! He looked guiltily 
around; he was alone. He searched far- 
ther and found a folder of matches and 
a half empty tin of tobacco; he put them 
eagerly into his pocket and clicked off 
the light. With the lunch pail under his 
arm, he went through the door, groped 
over the pile of coal, and stood again in 
the lighted basement of the undertaking 
establishment. I’ve got to get those tools. 
he told himself. And turn off that light. 
. . . He tiptoed back up the steps and 
switched off the light; the invisible voice 
still droned on behind the door. He crept 
down and, seeing with his fingers, opened 
the lunch pail and tore off a piece of 
paper bag and brought out the tin and 
spilled grains of tobacco into the make- 
shift concave. He rolled it and wet it 
with spittle, then inserted one end into 
his mouth and lit it; he sucked smoke 
that bit his lungs. 

He carted the tools to the hole he had 
made in the wall. Would the noise of the 
falling chest betray him? But he would 
have to take a chance; he had to have 
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those tools. He lifted the chest and 
shoved it; it hit the dirt on the other 
side of the wall with a loud clatter. He 
waited, listening; nothing happened. Head 
first, he slithered through and stood in 
the cave. He grinned, filled with a cun- 
ning idea. Yes, he would now go back 
into the basement of the undertaking es- 
tablishment and crouch behind the coal 
pile and dig another hole. Sure! Fum- 
bling, he opened the tool chest and ex- 
tracted a crowbar, the screw-driver, and 
a hammer; he fastened them securely 
about his person. 

With another lumpish cigarette in his 
flexed lips, he crawled back through the 
hole and over the coal pile and sat, facing 
the brick wall. He jabbed with the crow- 
bar and the cement sheered away; 
quicker than he thought, a brick came 
loose. He worked an hour: the other 
bricks did not come easily. He sighed, 
weak from effort. I ought to rest a little, 
he thought. I'm hungry... . He felt his 
way back to the cave and stumbled along 
the wall till he came to the tool chest. He 
sat upon it, opened the lunch pail and 
took out two thick sandwiches. He smelt 
them. Porkchops . . . .! His mouth wa- 
tered. He closed his eyes and devoured 
a -sandwich, savoring the smooth rye 
bread and juicy meat. He ate rapidly, 
gulping down lumpy mouthfuls that made 
him long for water. He ate the. other 
sandwich and found an apple and gobbled 
that up too, sucking the core till the last 
trace of flavor was drained from it. Then, 
like a dog, he ground the meat bones 
with his teeth, enjoying the salty, tangy 
marrow. He finished and stretched out 
full length on the ground and went to 
sleep. ... 

. . . His body was washed by cold wa- 
ter that gradually turned warm and he 
’ was buoyed upon a stream and swept out 
to sea where waves rolled gently and sud- 
denly he found himself walking upon the 
water how strange and delightful to walk 
upon the water and he came upon a nude 
woman holding a nude baby in her arms 
and the woman was sinking into the wa- 
ter and holding the baby above her head 
and screaming help and he ran over the 
water to the woman and he reached her 
just before she went down and he took 
the baby from her hands and stood watch- 
ing the breaking bubbles where the wom- 
an sank and he called Jady but there was 
no answer and he called again Jady and 
still no answer yes dive down there and 
rescue that woman but he could not take 
this baby with him and he stooped and 
laid the baby tenderly upon the surface 
of the water expecting it to sink but it 
floated and he leaped into the water and 
held his breath and strained his eyes to 
see through the gloomy volume of water 
but there was no woman and he opened 
his mouth and called Jady and the water 
bubbled and his chest ached and his arms 
were tired but he could not see the wom- 
an and he called again lady lady and his 
feet touched sand at the bottom of the 
sea and his chest felt as though it would 
burst and he bent his knees and propelled 
himself upward and water rushed past 
him and his head bobbed out and he 
breathed deeply and looked around where 
was the baby the baby was gone and he 
rushed over the water looking for the 


baby calling where is it and the empty 
sky and sea threw back his voice where 
is it and he began to doubt that he could 
stand upon the water and then he was 
sinking and as he struggled the water 
rushed him downward spinning dizzily 
and he opened his mouth to call for help 
and water surged into his lungs and he 
choked. .. . 

He groaned and leaped erect in the 
dark, his eyes wide. The images of ter- 
ror that thronged his brain would not let 
him sleep. He rose, made sure that the 
tools were hitched to his belt, and groped 
his way to the coal pile and found the 
rectangular gap from which he had taken 
the bricks. He took out the crowbar and 
hacked. Then dread paralyzed him. How 
long had he slept? Was it day or night 
now? He had to be careful. 

Having rested, he found the digging 
much easier. He soon had a dozen bricks 
out. His spirits rose. He took out another 
brick and his fingers fluttered in space. 
Good! What lay ahead of him? Another 
basement? He made the hole larger, 
climbed through, walked over an uneven 
floor and felt a metal surface. He lighted 
a match and saw that he was standing 
behind a furnace in a basement; before 
him, on the far side of the room, was a 
door. He crossed and opened it; it was 
full of odds and ends. Daylight spilled 
from a window above his head. Then he 
was aware of a soft, continuous tapping. 
What was it? A clock? No, it was louder 
than a clock and more irregular. He 
placed an old empty box beneath the 
window, stood upon it, and looked into 
an areaway. He eased the window up and 
crawled through; the sound of the tap- 
ping came clearly now. He glanced about; 
he was alone. Then he looked upward at 


. a series of window ledges. The tapping 


identified itself. That’s a typewriter, he 
said to himself. It seemed to be coming 
from just above him. He grasped the 
ridges of a rainpipe and lifted himself 
upward; through a half-inch opening of 
window he saw a doorknob about three 
feet away. No, it was not a doorknob; it 
was a small circular disc made of stain- 
less steel with many fine markings upon 
it. He held his breath; an eerie white 
hand, seemingly detached from its arm. 
touched the metal knob and twirled it, 
first to left, then to right. It’s a safe... ! 
Suddenly he could see the dial no more; 
a huge metal door swung slowly towards 
him and he was looking into a safe filled 
with green wads of paper money, rows 
of coins wrapped in brown paper, and 
glass jars and boxes of various sizes. His 
heart quickened. Good Lord! The white 
hand went in and out of the safe, taking 
wads of bills and cylinders of coins. The 
hand vanished and he heard the muffled 
click of the big door as it closed. Only 
the steel dial was visible now. The type- 
writer still tapped in his ears, but he 
could not see it. He blinked, wondering 
if what he had seen was real. There was 
more money in that safe than he had seen 
in all his life. 


TILL clinging to the rainpipe, a daring 
idea came to him and he pulled the 
screwdriver from his belt. If the white 
hand twirled that dial again. he would be 
able to see how far to left and right it spun 


and he would have the combination! His 
blood tingled. I can scratch the numbers 
right here, he thought. Holding the pipe 
with one hand, he made the sharp-edge 
of the screw-driver bite into the brick 
wall. Yes, he could do it. Now, he was 
set. Now, he had a reason for staying 
here in the underground. He waited for 
a long time, but the white hand did not 
return. Goddamn! 

How could he get into that room? He 
climbed back into the basement and saw 
wooden steps leading upwards. Was that 
the room where the safe stood? He 
mounted the steps to the door and squint- 
ed through the keyhole; all was dark, but 
the tapping was still somewhere near, still 
faint and directionless. He pushed the 
door in; along one wall of a room was a 
table piled with radios and electrical 
equipment. A radio shop, he muttered. 

Well, he could rig up a radio in his 
cave. He found a sack, slid the radio into 
it and slung it across his back. Closing 
the door, he went down the steps and 
stood again in the basement, disappointed. 
He had not solved the problem of the 
steel dial and he was irked: He set the 
radio on the floor and again hoisted him- 
self through the window and up the rain- 
pipe and squinted; the metal door was 
swinging shut. Goddamn ... ! He’s 
worked the combination again... . If I 
had been patient, ’'d have had it! How 
could he get into that room? He had to 
get into it. He could jimmy the window, 
but it would be much better if he could 
get in without any traces. To the right 
of him, he calculated, should be the base- 
ment of the building that held the safe: 
therefore, if he dug a hole right here, he 


‘ought to reach his goal. 


He began a quiet scraping; it was hard 
work, for the bricks were not damp. He 
eventually got one out and lowered it 
softly to the floor. 

He enlarged the hole and pulled him- 
self through and stood in quiet darkness. 
He scratched a match to flame and saw 
steps; he mounted and peered through a 
keyhole: Darkness. . . . He strained to 
hear the typewriter, but there was only 
silence. Maybe the office had closed? He 


twisted the knob and swung the door in; . 


a frigid blast made him shiver. In the 
shadows before him were halves and 
quarters of hogs and lambs and steers 
hanging from metal hooks on the low 
ceiling, red meat encased in folds of cold 
white fat. Fronting him was a_frost- 
coated glass from behind which came in- 
distinguishable sounds. The odor of fresh 
raw meat sickened him and he backed 
away. A meat market. he whispered. 

He ducked his head, suddenly blinded 
by light. He narrowed his eyes; the red- 
white rows of meat were drenched in yel- 
low glare. A man wearing a crimson- 
spotted jacket came in and took down a 
bloody meat cleaver. He eased the door 
to, holding it ajar just enough to watch 
the man, hoping that the darkness in 
which he stood would keep him from 
being seen. The man took down a hunk 
of steer and placed it upon a bloody 
wooden block and bent forward and 
whacked with the cleaver. After he had 
cut the meat, he wiped blood off the 
wooden block with a sticky wad of gunny 
sack and hung the cleaver upon a hook. 
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The door slammed and the light went 
off; once more he stood in shadow. His 
tension ebbed. From behind the frosted 
glass he heard the man’s voice: “Forty- 
eight cents a pound, Ma’am.” He shud- 
dered, feeling that there was something 
he had to do. But what? He stared fixedly 
at the cleaver, then he sneezed and was 
terrified for fear that the man had heard 
him. But the door did not open. He took 
down the cleaver and examined the sharp 
edge smeared with cold blood. Behind the 
ice-coated glass a cash register rang with 
a vibrating, musical tinkle. 

Absentmindedly holding the meat 
cleaver, he rubbed the glass with his 
thumb and cleared a spot that enabled 
him to see into the front of the store. 
The shop was empty, save for the man 
who was now putting on his hat and coat. 
Beyond the front window a wan sun 
shone in the streets; people passed and 
now and then a fragment of laughter or 
the whir of a speeding auto came to him. 
He peered closer and saw on the right 
counter of the shop a mosquito netting 
covering pears, grapes, lemons, oranges, 
bananas, peaches, and plums. His stom- 
ach contracted. 

The man clicked out the light and he 


gritted his teeth, muttering, Don’t lock — 


the icebox door . . . ! The man went 
through the door of the shop and locked 
it from the outside. Thank God! Now he 
would eat some more! He waited, trem- 
bling. The sun died and its rays lingered 
on in the sky, turning the streets to dusk. 
He opened the door and stepped inside 
the shop. In reverse letters across the 
front window was: NICK’S FRUITS AND 
meats. He laughed, picked up a soft ripe 
yellow pear and bit into it; juice squirt- 
ed; his mouth ached as his saliva glands 
reacted to the acid of the fruit. He ate 
three pears, gobbled six bananas, and 
made away with several oranges, biting 
out their tops and sucking the juice. 


E found a faucet, turned it, laid the 
cleaver aside, pursed his lips under 
the stream until his stomach felt about to 
burst. He straightened and belched, feel- 
ing satisfied for the first time since he 
had been underground. He sat upon the 
floor, rolled and lit a cigarette, his blood- 
shot eyes squinting against the film of 
drifting smoke. Some part of him was 
trying to remember the world he had 
left, and another part of him did not want 
to remember it. Sprawling before him in 
his mind was his wife, Mrs. Wooten for 
whom he worked, the three policemen 
who had picked them up. . . . He pos- 
sessed them now more completely than 
he had ever possessed them when he had 
lived above ground. How this had come 
about he could not say, but he had no 
desire to go back to them. He laughed, 
crushed the cigarette, and stood up. 
He went to the front door and gazed 
out. Emotionally, he hovered between 
the world above ground and the world 


underground. He longed to go out, but. 


sober judgment urged him to remain here. 
Then impulsively he pried the lock loose 
with one swift twist of the crowbar; the 
door swung outward. Through the twi- 
light he saw a white man and a white 
woman coming towards him. He held 
himself tense, waiting for them to pass; 


but they came directly to the door and 
confronted him. 

“J want to buy a pound of grapes,” the 
woman said. 

Terrified, he stepped back into the 
store. The white man stood to one side 
and the woman entered. 

“Were you just closing?” she asked. 

“Ves, ma’am,” he mumbled. 

“Ym sorry,” the woman said. 

The street lamps came on, lighting the 
store somewhat. Ought he run? But that 
would raise an alarm. He moved slowly, 
dreamily, to a counter and lifted up a 
bunch of grapes and showed them to the 
woman. 

“Fine,” the woman said. “But isn’t that 
more than a pound?” 

He did not answer. The man was star- 
ing at him intently. 

“Put them in a bag for me,” the wom- 
an said, fumbling with her purse. 

“Yes, ma’am.” 

He saw a pile of paper bags under a 
narrow ledge; he opened one and put the 
grapes in, 

“Thanks,” the woman said, taking the 
bag and placing a dime in his dark palm. 

“Where’s Nick?” the man asked. “At 
supper?” 

“Sir?” Yes, sir,” he breathed. 

They left the store and he stood trem- 
bling in the doorway. When they were 
out of sight, he burst out laughing and 
crying. A trolley-car rolled noisily past 
and he controlled himself quickly. He 
flung the dime to the pavement with a 
gesture of contempt and stepped into the 
warm night air. A few shy stars trembled 
above him. The look of things was beau- 
tiful, yet he felt a lurking threat. He went 
to an unattended newsstand and looked 
at a stack of papers. He saw a headline: 
HUNT NEGRO FOR MURDER. 

He felt that someone had slipped up 
on him from behind and was stripping off 
his clothes; he looked about wildly, went 
quickly back into the store, picked up 
the meat cleaver where he had left it 
near the sink, then made his way through 
the icebox to the basement. He stood for 
a long time, breathing heavily. They 
know I didn’t do anything, he muttered. 
But how could he prove it? He had signed 
a confession. Though innocent, he felt 
guilty, condemned. He struck a match 
and held it near the steel blade, fascinated 
and repelled by the dried blotches of 
blood. Then his fingers gripped the handle 
of the cleaver with all the strength of his 
body, he wanted to fling the cleaver from 
him, but he could not. The match flame 
wavered and fled; he struggled through 
the hole and put the cleaver in the sack 
with the radio. He was determined to 
keep it, for what purpose he did not 
know. 

He was about to leave when he re- 
membered the safe. Where was it? He 
wanted to give up, but felt that he ought 
to make one more try. Opposite the last 
hole he had dug, he tunneled again, ply- 
ing the crowbar. Once he was so ex- 
hausted that he lay on the concrete floor 
and panted. Finally he made another 
hole. He wriggled through and his nos- 
trils filled with the fresh smell of coal. 
He struck a match; yes, the usual steps 
led upward. He tiptoed to a door and 
eased it open. A fair-haired white girl 


stood in front of a steel cabinet, her blue 
eyes wide upon him. She turned chalky 
and gave a high-pitched scream. He 
bounded down the steps and raced to his 
hole and clambered through, replacing the 
bricks with nervous haste. He paused, 
hearing loud voices. 

“What’s the matter, Alice?” 

“Aman. ¥s,..” 

“What man? Where... ?” 

“He was looking at me through the 
door!” 

“Aw, you're dreaming.” 

“JT did see a man!” 

The girl was crying now. 

“There’s nobody here.” 

Another man’s voice sounded. 

“What is it, Bob?” 

“Alice says she saw a man in here, in 
that door... .” 

“Let’s take a look.” 

He waited, poised for flight. Footsteps 
descended the stairs. 

“There’s nobody down here.” 

“The window’s locked.” 

“And there’s no door.” 

“You ought to fire that dame.” 

“Oh, I don’t know. Women are that 
way.” x : 

“She’s too hysterical.” 

The men laughed. Footsteps sounded 
again on the stairs. A door slammed. He 
sighed, relieved that he had escaped. But 
he had not done what he had set out to 
do; his glimpse of the room had been 
too brief to determine if the safe was 
there. He had to know. Boldly he groped 
through the hole once more; he reached 
the steps and pulled off his shoes and 
tiptoed up and peered through the key- 
hole. His head accidentally touched the 
door and it swung silently in a fraction 
of an inch; he saw the girl bent over the 
cabinet, her back to him. Beyond her was 
the safe. He crept back down the steps, 
thinking exultingly: I found it! 

‘Now he had to get the combination. 
Even if the window in the areaway was 
locked and bolted, he could gain entrance 
when the office closed. He scoured 
through the holes he had dug and stood 
again in the basement where he had left 
the radio and the cleaver. Again he 
crawled out of the window and lifted 
himself up the rainpipe and peered. The 
steel dial showed lonely and bright, re- 
flecting the yellow glow of an unseen 
light. Resigned to a long wait, he sat and 
leaned against a wall. Frequently he rose 
and climbed the pipe to see the white 
hand spin the dial, but nothing happened. 
He bit his lips with impatience. It was 
not the money that was luring him, but 
the mere fact that he could get it with 
impunity. 

Perhaps it would be better to -watch 
continuously? Yes; he clung to the pipe 
and watched the dial until his eyes thick- 
ened with tears. Exhausted, he stood 
again in the areaway. He heard a door 
being shut and he clawed up the pipe and 
looked. He jerked tense as a vague figure 
passed in front of him. He stared un- 
blinking, hugging the pipe with one hand 
and holding the screw-driver with the 
other, ready to etch the combination 
upon the wall. His ears caught: Dong... 
Dong ... Dong ... Dong .. . Dong 
..- Dong... Dong. ... Seven o'clock, 
he whispered. Maybe they were closing 


now? What kind of a store would be 
open as late as this? he wondered. Did 
anyone live in the rear? Was there a 
night watchman? Perhaps the safe was 
already locked for the night! Goddamn! 
While he had been eating in that shop, 
they had locked up everything. . . . Then, 
just as he was about to give up, the white 
hand touched the dial and turned it once 
to right and stopped. With quivering fin- 
gers, he etched 1-R-6 upon the brick wall 
with the tip of the screw-driver. The hand 
twirled the dial twice to left and stopped 
at two and he engraved 2-L-2 upon the 
wall. The dial was spun four times to 
right and stopped at six again; he wrote 
4-R-6. The dial rotated three times to left 
and was centered straight up and down; 
again he wrote 3-L-0. The door swung 
open and again he saw the piles of green 
money and the rows of wrapped coins. I 
got it, he said grimly. 


HEN he was stone still, astonished. 

There were two hands now. A right 
hand lifted a wad of green bills and deft- 
ly slipped it up the sleeve of a left arm. 
The hands trembled; again the right hand 
slipped a packet of bills up the left 
sleeve. He’s stealing, he said to himself. 
He grew indignant, as if the money be- 
longed to him. Though he had planned 
to steal the money, he despised and pitied 
the man. He felt that his stealing the 
money and the man’s stealing were two 
entirely alien things. He wanted to steal 
the money merely for the sensation in- 
volved in getting it, and he had no in- 
tention whatever of spending a penny of 
it; but he knew that the man who was 
now stealing it was going to spend it, 
perhaps for pleasure. The huge steel door 
closed with a soft click. 

Though angry, he was somewhat satis- 
fied. The office would close soon. I'll 
clean the place out, he mused. He imag- 
ined the entire office staff cringing with 
fear; the police would question everyone 
for a crime they had not committed, just 
as they had questioned him. And they 
would have no idea of how the money 
had been stolen until they discovered the 
holes he had tunneled in the walls of 
the basements. He lowered himself and 
laughed mischievously, with the aban- 
doned glee of an adolescent. 

He flattened himself against the wall 
as the window above him closed with 
rasping sound. He looked; somebody was 
bolting the window securely with a metal 
screen. That won’t help you, he snickered 
to himself. He clung to the rainpipe until 
the yellow light in the office went out. He 
went back into the basement, picked up 
the sack containing the radio and cleaver 
and crawled through the two holes he had 
dug and groped his way into the base- 
ment of the building that held the safe. 
He moved in slow motion, breathing 
- softly. Be careful now, he told himself. 
There might be a night watchman... . 

Perhaps the night watchman was wait- 
ing in there, ready to shoot. He dangled 
his cap on a forefinger and poked it past 
the jamb of the door. If anyone fired, 
they would hit his cap; but nothing hap- 
pened. He entered the room. Moonlight 
flooded in from a side window. He con- 
fronted the safe, then checked himself. 
Better take a look around first. . . . He 


Above the naked figure 


stepped about and found a closed door. 
Was the night watchman in there? He 
opened it and saw a washbowl, a faucet, 
and a commode. To the left was still an- 
other door that opened into a huge dark 
room that seemed empty; onthe far side 
of that room he made out the shadow of 
still another door. Nobody’s here, he told 
himself. 

He turned back to the safe and fin- 
gered the dial; it spun with ease. He 
laughed and twirled it just for fun. Get 
to work, he told himself. He turned the 
dial to the figures he saw on the black- 
board of his memory; it was so easy that 
he felt that the safe had not been locked 
at all. The heavy door eased loose and 
he caught hold of the handle and pulled 
hard, but the door swung open with a 
slow momentum of its own. Breathless, 
he gaped at wads of green bills, rows of 
wrapped coins, curious glass jars full of 
white pellets, and many oblong green 
metal boxes. He glanced guiltily over his 
shoulder; it seemed impossible that some- 
one should not call to him to stop. 

They'll be surprised in the morning, he 
thought. He opened the top of the sack 
and lifted a wad of compactly tied bills; 
the money was crisp and new. He ad- 
mired the smooth, clean-cut edges. The 
fellows in Washington sure know how to 
make this stuff, he mused. He rubbed the 
money with his fingers, as though ex- 
pecting it to reveal hidden qualities. He 
lifted the wad to his nose and smelt the 
fresh odor of ink. 

There was in him no sense of posses- 
siveness; he was intrigued with the form 
and color of the money, with the mani- 


was a glass contaier, and he knew what it was. 


fold reactions which he knew that men 
above ground held toward it. The sack 
was one-third full when it occurred to 
him to examine the denominations of the 
bills; without realizing it, he had put 
many wads of one-dollar bills into the 
sack. Aw, nuts, he said in disgust. Take 
the big ones. . . . He dumped the one- 
dollar bills onto the floor and swept all 
the hundred-dollar bills he could find into 
the sack, then he raked in rolls of coins 
with crooked fingers. 

He walked to a desk upon which sat a 
typewriter, the same machine which the 
blonde girl had used. He was fascinated 
by it; never in his life had he used one 
of them. It was a queer instrument of 
business, something beyond the rim of 
his life. Whenever he had been in an 
office where a girl was typing, he had 
almost always spoken in whispers. Re- 
membering vaguely what he had seen oth- 
ers do, he inserted a sheet of paper into 
the machine; it went in lopsided and he 
did not know how to straighten it. Spell- 
ing in a soft, diffident voice, he pecked 
out his name on the keys: freddaniels. 
He looked at it and laughed. He would 
learn to type correctly one of these days. 

Yes, he would take the typewriter too. 
He lifted the machine and placed it atop 
the bulk of money in the sack. He did 
not feel that he was stealing, for the 
cleaver, the radio, the money, and the 
typewriter were all on the same level of 
value, all meant the same thing to him. 
They were the serious toys of the men 
who lived in the dead world of sunshine 
and rain he had left, the world that had 
condemned him, branded him guilty. 





89 








At the sight of him in the doorway, the girl let out a blood-curdling scream. 


But what kind of a place is this? he 
wondered. What was in that dark room 
to his rear? He felt for his matches and 
found that he had only one left. He 
leaned the sack against the safe and 
groped forward into the room, encoun- 
tering smooth, metallic objects that felt 
like machines. Baffled, he touched a wall 
and tried vainly to locate an electric 
switch. Well, he had to strike his last 
match. He knelt and struck it, cupping 
the flame near the floor with his palms. 
The place seemed to be a factory, with 
benches and tables. There were bulbs 
with green shades spaced about the ta- 
bles; he turned on a light and twisted it 
low so that the glare was limited. He saw 
a half-filled packet of cigarettes and ap- 
propriated it. He wandered and found a 
few half-used folders of matches. 

But what kind of a place was this? On 
a bench he saw a pad of paper captioned: 
PEER’S — MANUFACTURING JEWELERS. His 
lips formed an ‘O,’ then he snapped off 
the light and ran back to the safe and 
lifted one of the glass jars and stared at 
the tiny white pellets. Gingerly he picked 
up one and found that it was wrapped in 
tissue paper. He peeled the paper and 
saw a glittering stone that looked like 
glass, glinting white and blue sparks. Dia- 
monds, he breathed. 

Roughly he tore the paper from the 
pellets and soon his palm quivered with 
precious fire. Trembling, he took all four 
glass jars from the safe and put them 
into the sack. He grabbed one of the 
metal boxes, shook it, and heard a tinny 


rattle. He pried the lid off with the screw- - 
go driver. Rings! Hundreds of them . . |! 


Were they worth anything? He scooped 
up a handful and jets of fire shot fitfully 
from the stones. These are diamonds 
too, he said. He pried open another box. 
Watches! A chorus of soft, metallic tick- 
ing filled his ears. For a moment he could 
not move, then he dumped all the boxes 
into the sack. 

He shut the safe door, then stood look- 
ing around, anxious not to overlook any- 
thing. Oh! He had seen a door in the 
room where the machines were. What 
was in there? More valuables? He re- 
entered the room, crossed the floor and 
stood undecided before the door. He fi- 
nally caught hold of the knob and pushed 
the door in; the room beyond was dark. 
He advanced cautiously inside and ran his 
fingers along the wall for the usual switch, 
then he was stark still. Something had 
moved in the room! What was it? 


E tensed again as he heard a faint 
sigh; he was now convinced that there 
was something alive near him. On tiptoe 
he felt along the wall, hoping he would 


- not collide with anything. Luck was with 


him; he found the light switch. 

No; don’t turn the light on... . Then 
suddenly he realized that he did not know 
in what direction the door was. God- 
damn! He had to turn the light on or 
strike a match. He fingered the switch 
for a long time, then thought of an idea. 
He knelt upon the floor, reached his arm 
up to the switch and flicked the button, 
hoping that if anyone shot, the bullet 
would go above his head. The moment 
the light came on he narrowed his eyes 
to see quickly. He sucked in his breath 


and his body gave a violent twitch and 
was still. In front of him, so close that 
it made him want to bound up and 
scream, was a human face. 

He was afraid to move lest he touch 
the man. If the man had opened his eyes 
at that moment, there was no telling 
what he might have done. The man— 
long and raw-boned—was stretched out 
on his back upon a little cot, sleeping in 
his clothes, his head cushioned by a dirty 
pillow; his face, clouded by a dark stub- 
ble of beard, looked straight up to the 
ceiling. The man sighed and he grew 
tense to defend himself; the man mum- 
bled and turned his face away from the 
light. I’ve got to turn off that light, he 
thought. Just as he was about to rise, he 
saw a gun and cartridge belt on the floor 
at the man’s side. Yes, he would take 
the gun and cartridge belt, not to use 
them, but just to keep them, as one takes 
a memento from a country fair. He 
picked them up and was about to click 
off the light when his eyes fell upon a 
photograph perched upon a chair near 
the man’s head; it was the picture of a 
woman, smiling, shown against a back- 
ground of open fields; at the woman’s 
side were two young children, a boy and 
a girl. He smiled indulgently; he could 


‘send a bullet into that man’s brain and 


time would be over for him. . . 

He clicked off the light and crept 
silently back into the room where the 
safe stood; he fastened the cartridge belt 
about him and adjusted the holster at 
his right hip. He strutted about the room 
on tiptoe, lolling his head nonchalantly, 
then paused abruptly, pulled the gun and 
pointed it with grim face toward an 
imaginary foe. “Boom!” he whispered 
fiercely. Then he bent forward with silent 
laughter. That’s just like they do it in 
the movies, he said. 

He contemplated his loot for a long 
time, then got a towel from the wash- 
room and tied the sack securely. When 
he looked up he was momentarily fright- 
ened by his shadow looming on the wall 
before him. He lifted the sack, dragged 
it down the basement steps, lugged it 
across the basement, gasping for breath. 
After he had struggled through the hole, 
he clumsily replaced the bricks, then 
tussled with the sack until he got it to 
the cave. He stood in the dark, wet with 
sweat, brooding about the diamonds, the 
rings, the watches, the money; he re- 
membered the singing in the church, the 
people yelling in the movie, the dead 
baby, the nude man stretched out upon 
the white table . . . He saw these items 
hovering before his eyes and felt that 
some dim meaning linked them together, - 
that some magical relationship made 
them kin. He stared with vacant eyes, 
convinced that all of these images, with 
their tongueless reality, were striving to 
tell him something. .. . 

Later, seeing with his fingers, he untied 
the sack and. set each item neatly upon 
the dirt floor. Exploring, he took . the 
bulb, the socket, and the wire out of 
the tool chest; he was elated to find a 
double socket at one end of the wire. 
He crammed the stuff into his pockets 
and hoisted himself upon the rusty pipes 
and squinted into the church; it was dim 
and empty. Somewhere in this wall were 


live electric wires; but where? He low- 
ered himself. groped and tapped the wall 
with the butt of the screw-driver, list- 
ening vainly for hollow sounds. I'll just 
take a chance and dig, he said. 

For an hour he tried to dislodge a 
brick, and when he struck a match he 
found that he had dug a depth of only 
an inch! No use in digging here, he 
sighed. By the flickering light of a match, 
he looked upward, then lowered his eyes, 
only to glance up again, startled. Di- 
rectly above his head, beyond the pipes, 
was a wealth of electric wiring. I'll be 
damned, he snickered. 


E got an old dull knife from the chest 

and, seeing again with his fingers, 
separated the two strands of wire and 
cut away the insulation. Twice he re- 
ceived a slight shock. He scraped the 
wiring clean and managed to join the 
two twin-ends, then screwed in the bulb. 
The sudden illumination blinded him and 
he shut his lids to kill the pain in his 
eyeballs. I’ve got that much done, he 
thought jubilantly. 

He placed the bulb on the dirt floor 
and the’ light cast a blatant glare on the 
bleak clay walls. Next he plugged one 
end of the wire that dangled from the 
radio into the light socket and bent down 
‘and switched on the button; almost at 
once there was the harsh sound of static, 
‘but no words of music. Why won’t it 
work? he wondered. Had he damaged 
the mechanism in any way? Maybe it 
needed grounding? Yes. . . . He rum- 
maged in the tool chest and found another 
length of wire, fastened it to the ground 
of the radio, and then tied the opposite 
end to a pipe. Rising and growing dis- 
tinct, a slow strain of music entranced 
him with its measured sound. He sat 
upon the chest, deliriously happy. 

Later he searched again in the chest 
and found a half-gallon can of glue; he 
opened it and smelt a sharp odor. Then 
he recalled that he had not even looked 
at the money. He took a wad of green 
bills and weighed it in his palm, then 
broke the seal and held one of the bills 
up to the light and studied it closely. 
The United States of America will pay 
to the bearer on demand one hundred 
dollars, he read in slow speech; then: 
This note is legal tender for all debts 
public and private. . . . He broke into a 
musing laugh, feeling that he was read- 
ing of the doings of people who lived on 
some far-off planet. He turned the wad 
over and saw on the other side of the 
bill a beautiful building with soaring 
columns and wide circular steps leading 
up to an imposing entrance. He had no 
desire whatever to count the money; it 
_ was what it stood for—the various cur- 
rents of life swirling above ground—that 
captivated him. Next he opened the rolls 
of coins and let them slide from their 
paper wrappings to the ground; the 
bright, new gleaming pennies and nickels 
and dimes piled high at his feet, a glow- 
ing mound of shimmering copper and 
silver. He sifted them through his fingers, 
listening to their tinkle as they struck 
the conical heap. : 

Oh, yes! He had forgotten. He would 
now write his name on the typewriter. 
He inserted a piece of paper and poised 


his fingers to write. But, what was his 
name? He stared, trying to remember. He 
stood and glared about the dirt cave, his 
name on the tip of his lips. But it would 
not come to him. Why was he here? 
Yes, he had been running away from the 
police. But why? His mind was blank. 
He bit his lips and sat again, feeling a 
vague terror. But why worry? He 
laughed, then pecked slowly: itwasalong- 
hotday. He was ‘determined to type the 
sentence without making any mistakes. 
How did one make capital letters? He 
experimented and luckily discovered how 
to lock the machine for capital letters 
and then shift it back to lower case. 
Next he discovered how to make spaces, 
then he wrote neatly and correctly: /t 
was a long hot day. Just why he selected 
that sentence he did not know; it was 
merely the ritual of performing the thing 
that appealed to him. He took the sheet 
out of the machine and looked around 
with stiff neck and hard eyes and spoke 
to an imaginary person: 

“Yes, I'll have the contracts ready 
tomorrow.” 

He laughed. That’s just the way they 
talk, he said. He grew weary of the game 
and pushed the machine aside. His eyes 
fell upon the can of glue, and a mis- 
chievous idea boomed in him, filling him 
with nervous eagerness. He leaped up and 
opened the can of glue, then broke the 
seals on all the wads of money. I’m going 
to have some wallpaper, he said with a 
luxurious, physical laugh that made him 
bend at the knees. He took the towel 
with which he had tied the sack and 
balled it into a swab and dipped it into 
the can of glue and dabbed glue onto the 
wall; then he pasted one green bill by 
the side of another. He stepped back and 
cocked his head. He slapped his thighs 
and guffawed. He had triumphed over the 
world above ground! He was free! If only 
people could see this! He wanted to run 
from this cave and yell his discovery to 
the world. 

He swabbed all the dirt walls of the 
cave and pasted them with green bills; 
when he had finished the walls blazed 
with a yellow-green fire. Yes, this room 
would be his hideout; between him and 
the world that had branded him guilty 
would stand this mocking symbol. He 
had not stolen the money; he had simply 
picked it up, just as a man would pick 
up firewood in a forest. And that was 
how the world above ground now seemed 
to him, a wild forest filled with death. 

The walls of money finally palled on 
him and he looked about for new inter- 
ests to feed his emotions. The cleaver! 
He drove a nail into the wall and hung 
the bloody cleaver upon it. Still another 
idea welled up. He pried open the metal 
boxes and lined them side by side on 
the dirt floor. He grinned at the gold 
and fire. From one box he lifted up a 
fistful of ticking gold watches and 


. dangled them by their gleaming chains. 


He stared with an idle smile, then began 
to wind them; he did not attempt to 
set them at any given hour, for there 
was no time for him now. He took a 
fistful of nails and drove them into the 
papered walls and hung the watches upon 
them, letting them swing down by their 
glittering chains, trembling and ticking 


busily against the backdrop of green with 
the lemon sheen of the electric light 
shining upon the metal watch casings, 
converting the golden discs into blobs 
of liquid yellow. Hardly had he hung up 
the last watch than the idea extended 
itself; he took more nails from the chest 
and drove them into the green paper 
and took the boxes of rings and went 
from nail to. nail and hung up the golden 
bands. The blue and white sparks from 
the stones filled the cave with brittle 
laughter, as though enjoying his hilarious 
secret. People certainly can do some 
funny things, he said to himself. 

He sat upon the tool chest, alternately 
laughing and shaking his head soberly. 
Hours later he became conscious of the 
gun sagging at his hip and he pulled it 
from the holster. He had seen men fire 
guns in movies, but somehow his life had 
never led him into contact with firearms. 
A desire to feel the sensation others felt 
in firing come over him. But someone 
might hear. . . . Well, what if they did? 
They: would not know where the shot 
had come from. Not in their wildest 
notions would they think that it had 
come from under the streets! He tight- 
ened his finger on the trigger; there was 
a deafening report and it seemed that 
the entire underground had caved in upon 
his eardrums; and in the same instant 
there flashed an orange-blue spurt of 
flame that died quickly but lingered on 
as a vivid after-image. He smelt the acrid 
stench of burnt powder filling his lungs 
and he dropped the gun abruptly. 

The intensity of his feelings died and 
he hung the gun and cartridge belt upon 
the wall. Next he lifted the jars of dia- 
monds and turned them bottom upwards, 
dumping the white pellets upon the 
ground. One by one he picked them up 
and peeled the tissue paper from them 
and piled them in a neat heap. He wiped 
his sweaty hands on his trousers, lit a 
cigarette, and commenced playing an- 
other game. He imagined that he was a 
rich man who lived above ground in the 
obscene sunshine and he was strolling 
through a park of a summer morning, 
smiling, nodding to his neighbors, suck- 
ing an after-breakfast cigar. Many times 
he crossed the floor of the cave, avoiding 
the diamonds with his feet, yet subtly 
gauging his footsteps so that his shoes, 
wet with sewer slime, would strike the 
diamonds at some undetermined moment. 
After twenty minutes of sauntering his 
right foot smashed into the heap and 
diamonds lay scattered in all directions, 
glinting with a million tiny chuckles of 
icy laughter. Oh, shucks, he mumbled in 
mock regret, intrigued by the damage he 
had wrought. He continued walking, ig- 
noring the brittle fire. He felt that he 
had a glorious victory locked in his heart. 


E stopped and flung the diamonds 

more evenly over the floor and they 
showered rich sparks, collaborating with 
him. He went over the floor and trampled 
the stones just deep enough for them to 
be faintly visible, as though they were 
set delicately in the prongs of a thousand 
rings. A ghostly light bathed the cave. 
He sat on the chest and frowned. Maybe 
anything’s right, he mumbled. Yes, if the 


world as men had made it was right, then 9I 
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anything else was right, any act a man 
took to satisfy himself, murder, theft, 
torture... . 

He straightened with a start. What was 
happening to him? He was drawn to 
these crazy thoughts, yet they made him 
feel vaguely guilty. He would stretch out 
upon the ground, then get up; he would 
want to crawl again through the holes he 
had dug, but would restrain himself; he 
would think of going again up into the 
streets, but fear would hold him still. He 
stood in the middle of the cave, sur- 
rounded by green walls and a laughing 
floor, trembling. He was going to do 
something, but what? Yes, he was afraid 
of himself, afraid of doing some name- 
less thing. 

To control himself, he turned on the 
radio. A melancholy piece of music rose. 
Brooding over the diamonds on the floor 
was like looking up into a sky full of 
restless stars; then the illusion turned 
into its opposite: He was high up in the 
air looking down at the twinkling lights 
of a sprawling city. The music ended and 
a man recited news events. In the same 
attitude in which he had contemplated 
the city, so now, as he heard the culti- 
vated tone, he looked down upon land 
and sea as men fought, as cities were 
razed, as planes scattered death upon 
open towns, as long lines of trenches 
wavered and broke. He heard the names 
of generals and the names of mountains 
and the names of countries and the names 
and numbers of divisions that were in 
action on different battle fronts. He saw 
black smoke billowing from the stacks 
of warships as they neared each other 
over. wastes of water and he heard their 
huge guns thunder as red-hot shells 
screamed across the surface of night seas. 
He saw hundreds of planes wheeling and 
droning in the sky and heard the clatter 
of machine-guns as they fought each 
other and he saw planes falling in plume 
of smoke and blaze of fire. He saw steel 
tanks rumbling across fields of ripe wheat 
to meet other tanks and there was a 
loud clang of steel as numberless tanks 
collided. He saw troops with fixed bay- 
onets charging in waves against other 
troops who held fixed bayonets and men 
groaned as steel ripped into their bodies 
and they went down to die. . . . The voice 
of the radio faded and he was staring at 
the diamonds on the floor at his feet. 

He shut off the radio, fighting an irra- 
tional compulsion to act. He walked aim- 
lessly about the cave, touching the walls 
with his fingertips. Suddenly he stood 
still. What was the matter with him? Yes, 
he knew. . . . It was these walls; these 
crazy walls were filling him with a wild 
urge to climb out in the dark sunshine 
above ground. Quickly he doused the light 
to banish the shouting walls, then sat 
again upon the tool chest. Yes, he was 
trapped. His muscles were flexed taut and 
sweat ran down his face. He knew now 
that he could not stay here and he could 
not go out. He lit a cigarette with shak- 
ing fingers; the match flame revealed the 
green-papered walls with militant dis- 
tinctness; the purple on the gun barrel 
glinted like a threat; the meat cleaver 
brooded with its eloquent splotches of 
blood; the mound of silver and copper 
smoldered angrily; the diamonds winked 


at him from the floor; and the gold 
watches ticked and trembled, crowning 
time the king of consciousness, defining 
the limits of living. . . . The match blaze 
died and he bolted from where he stood 
and collided brutally with the nails upon 
the walls. The spell was broken. He shud- 
dered, feeling that, in spite of his fear, 
sooner or later he would go up into that 
dead sunshine- and somehow say some- 
thing to somebody about all this. 

He sat again upon the tool chest. 
Fatigue weighed upon his forehead and 
eyes. Minutes passed and he relaxed. He 
dozed, but his imagination was alert. He 
saw himself rising, wading again in the 
sweeping water of the sewer; he came to 
a manhole and climbed out and was 
amazed to discover that he had hoisted 
himself into a room filled with armed 
policemen who were watching him in- 


.tently. He jumped awake in the dark; 


he had not moved. He sighed, closed his 
eyes and slept again; this time his imagi- 
nation designed a scheme of protection 
for him. His dreaming made him feel 
that he was standing in a room watch- 
ing over his own nude body lying stiff 
and cold upon a white table. At the far 
end of the room he saw a crowd of people 
huddled in a corner, afraid of his body. 

He awakened with a start, leaped to 
his feet, and stood in the center of the 
black cave. It was a full minute before 
he moved again. He hovered between 
sleeping and waking, unprotected, a prey 
of wild fears. 


IVE minutes later he was still stand- 
ing when the thought came to him that 
he had been asleep. Yes. . . . But he was 
not yet fully awake; he was still queerly 
blind and deaf. How long had he slept? 
Where was he? Then suddenly he recalled 
the green-papered walls of the cave and 
in the same instant he heard loud sing- 
ing coming from the church beyond the 
wall. Yes, they woke me up, he muttered. 
He hoisted himself and lay atop the bed 
of pipes and brought his face to the 
narrow slit. Men and women stood here 
and there between pews. A song’ ended 
and a young black girl tossed back her 
head and closed her eyes and broke plain- 
tively into another hymn: 
Glad, glad, glad, oh, so glad 
I got Jesus in my soul... 

Those few. words were all she sang, 
but what her words did not say, her 
emotions said as she repeated the lines. 
Soon the entire congregation was singing: 

Glad, glad, glad, oh, so glad 
I got Jesus in my soul... 

They’re wrong, he whispered in the 
lyric darkness. He felt that their search 
for a happiness they could never find 
made them feel that they had committed 
some dreadful offense which they could 
not remember or understand. He was now 
in possession of the feeling that had 
gripped him when he had first come into 
the underground. It came to him in a 
series of questions: why was this sense of 
guilt so seemingly innate, so easy to come 
by, to think, to feel, so verily physical? 
It seemed that when one felt this guilt 
one was retracing in one’s feelings a faint 
pattern designed long before; it seemed 
that one was always trying to remember 
a gigantic shock that had left a haunting 


impression upon one’s body which one 
could not forget or shake off, but which 
had been forgotten by the conscious 
mind, creating in one’s life a state of 
eternal anxiety. 

He had to tear himself away from this; 
he got down from the pipes. His nerves 
were so taut that he seemed to feel his 
brain pushing through his skull. He felt 
that he had to do something but he could 
not figure out what it was. Yet he knew 
that if he stood here until he made up 
his mind, he would never move. He 
crawled through the hole he had made 
in the brick wall and the exertion afforded 
him respite from tension. When he en- 
tered the basement of the radio store, he 
stopped in fear, hearing loud voices. 

“Come on, boy! Tell us what you did 
with the radio!” 

“Mister, I didn’t steal the radio! I 
SWEAT: 330.050 

He heard a dull thumping and he im- 
agined a boy being struck violently. 

“Please, mister. . . .” 

“Did you take it to a pawn shop?” 

“No, sir! I didn’t steal the radio! I got 
a radio at home,” the boy’s voice pleaded 
hysterically. “Go.to my home and look!” 

There came to his ears the sound of 
another blow. It was so funny that he 
had to clap his hand over his mouth to 
keep from laughing out loud. They’re 
beating some poor boy, he whispered to 
himself, shaking his head. He felt a sort 
of distant pity for the boy and wondered 
if he ought to bring back the radio and 
leave it in the basement. No. Perhaps it 
was a good thing that they were beating 
the boy; perhaps the beating would bring 
to the boy’s attention, for the first time 
in his life, the secret of his existence, 
the guilt that he could never be rid of. 

Smiling, he scampered over a coal pile 
and stood again in the basement of the 
building where he had stolen the money 
and jewelry. He lifted himself into the 
areaway, climbed the rainpipe and 
squinted through a two-inch opening of 
window. The guilty familiarity of what 
he saw made his muscles tighten. Framed 
before him in a bright tableau of day- 
light was the night watchman sitting upon 
the edge of a chair, stripped to the waist, 
his head sagging forward, his eyes red 
and puffy. The watchman’s face and 
shoulders were stippled with red and 
black welts. Back of the watchman stood 
the safe, the steel door wide open show- 
ing the empty vault. Yes, they think he 
did it, he mused. 

Footsteps sounded in the room and a 
man in a blue suit passed in front of 
him, then another, then still another. 
Policemen, he breathed. Yes, they were 
trying to make the watchman confess, 
just as they had once made him confess 
to a crime he had not done. His heart 
pounded as he saw one of the policemen 
shake a finger into the watchman’s face. 

“Why don’t you admit it’s an inside 
job, Thompson?” the police said. 

“T’ve told you all I know,” the watch- 
man mumbled through swollen lips. 

“But nobody was here but you!” the 
policeman shouted. 

“T was sleeping,” the watchman said. 
“Tt was wrong, but I was sleeping all 
that night. . .-.” 

“Stop telling us that lie!” 


“Tt’s the truth!” he said frantically. 

“When did you get the combination?” 

“T don’t know how to open the safe,” 
the watchman said. 

He clung to the rainpipe, tense; he 
wanted to laugh, but he controlled him- 
self. He felt a great sense of power; yes, 
he could go back to the cave, rip the 
money off the walls, pick up the diamonds 
and rings, and bring them here and write 
a note, telling them where to look for 
their foolish toys. No . . . What good 
would that do? It was not worth the 
effort., The watchman was guilty; al- 
though he was not guilty of the crime 
of which he had been accused, he was 
guilty, had always been guilty. The only 
thing that worried him was that the man 
who had been really stealing was not 
being accused. But he consoled himself: 
They'll catch him sometime during his 
life. 

He saw one of the policemen slap the 
watchman across the mouth. 

“Come clean, you bum!” 

“T’ve told you all I know,” the watch- 
man mumbled like a child. 

One of the police went to the rear of 
the watchman’s chair and jerked it from 
under him; the watchman pitched for- 
ward upon his face. 

“Get up!” a policeman said. 

Trembling, the watchman pulled him- 
self up and sat limply again in the chair. 

“Now, are you going to talk?” 

“Y’ve told you all I know,” the watch- 
man gasped. 

“Where did you hide the stuff?” 

“T didn’t take it... .” 

“Thompson, your brains are in your 


feet,” one of the policemen said. “We’re 
going to string you up and get them back 
into your skull.” 

He watched the policemen clamp hand- 
cuffs on the watchman’s wrists and 
ankles; then they lifted the watchman 
and swung him upside-down and hoisted 
his feet to the edge of a door. The 
watchman hung, head down, his eyes 
bulging. They’re crazy, he whispered to 
himself as he clung to the ridges of the 
pipe. 

“Vou going to talk?” a policeman 
shouted into the watchman’s ear. 

He heard the watchman groan. 

“We'll let you hang there till you talk, 
see?” 

He saw the watchman close his eyes. 

“Let’s take ’im down. He passed out,” 
a policeman said. 

He grinned as he watched them take 
the body down and dump it carelessly 
upon the floor. The policemen took off 
the handcuffs. 

“Let ’im come to. Let’s get a smoke,” 
a policeman said. 

The three policemen left the scope of 
his vision. A door slammed. He had an 
impulse to yell to the watchman that he 
could escape through the hole in the 
basement and live with him in the cave. 
But he wouldn’t understand, he told him- 
self. After a moment he saw the watch- 
man rise and stand, swaying from weak- 
ness. He stumbled across the room to a 
desk, opened a drawer, and took out a 
gun. He’s going to kill himself, he 
thought, intent, eager, detached, yearning 
to see the end of the man’s actions. As 
the watchman stared vaguely about he 


Pasting the walls with the green bills gave him a feeling of triumph. 


or 





lifted the gun to his temple; he stood 
like that for some minutes, biting his 
lips until a line of blood etched its way 
down a corner of his chin. No, he 
oughtn’t do that, he said to himself in 
a mood of pity. 

“Don’t!” he half whispered and half 
yelled. 


HE watchman looked wildly about; he 

had heard him. But it did not help; 
there was a loud report and the watch- 
man’s head jerked violently and he fell 
like a log and lay prone, the gun clatter- 
ing over the floor. 

The three policemen came running into 
the room with drawn guns. One of the 
policemen knelt and rolled the watch- 
man’s body over and stared at a ragged, 
scarlet hole in the temple. 

“Our hunch was right,” the kneeling 
policeman said. “He was guilty, all right.” 

“Well, this ends the case,” another 
policeman said. 

“He knew he was licked,” the third 
one said with grim satisfaction. 

He eased down the rainpipe, crawled 
back through the holes he had made and 
went back into his cave. A fever burned 
in his bones. He had to act, yet he was 
afraid. His eyes stared in the darkness 
as though propped open by invisible 
hands, as though they had become lidless. 
His muscles were rigid and he stood for 
what seemed to him a thousand years. 

When he moved again his actions were 
informed with precision, his muscular 
system reinforced from a reservoir of 
energy. He crawled through the hole of 
earth, dropped into the gray sewer current 
and sloshed ahead. When his right foot 
went forward at a street intersection, he 
fell backwards and shot down into water. 
In a spasm of terror his right hand 
grabbed the concrete ledge of a down- 
curve and he felt the streaking water 
tugging violently, at his body. The cur- 
rent reached his neck and for a moment 
he was still. He knew that if he moved 
clumsily he would be sucked under. He 
held onto the ledge with both hands and 
slowly pulled himself up. He sighed, 
standing once more in the sweeping 
water, thankful that he had missed death. 

He waded on through sludge, moving 
with care, until he came to a web of 
light sifting down from a manhole cover. 
He saw steel hooks running up the side 
of the sewer wall; he caught hold and 
lifted: himself and put his shoulder to 
the cover and moved it an inch. A crash 
of sound came to him as he looked into 
a hot glare of sunshine through which 
blurred shapes moved. Fear scalded him 
and he dropped back into the pallid 
current and stood paralyzed in the 
shadows. A heavy car rumbled past over- 
head, jarring the pavement, warning him 
to stay in his world of dark light, knock- 
ing the cover back into place with an 


_ imperious clang. 


He did not know how much fear he 
felt, for fear claimed him completely; 
yet it was not fear of the police or people, 
but a cold dread at the thought of the 
actions he knew he would perform if he 
went out into that cruel sunshine. His 
mind said no; his body said yes; and his 
mind could not understand his feelings. 
A low whine broke from him and he was 
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in the act of uncoiling. He climbed up- 
ward and heard the faint honking of auto 
horns. Like a frantic cat clutching a rag, 
he clung to the steel prongs and heaved 
his shoulder against the cover and pushed 
it off half-way. For a split second his 
eyes were drowned in the terror of yellow 
light and he was in a deeper darkness 
than he had ever known in the under- 
ground. 

Partly out of the hole, he blinked, re- 
gaining enough sight to make out mean- 
ingful forms. An odd thing was hap- 
pening: No one was rushing forward to 
challenge him. He had imagined the 
moment of his emergence as a desperate 
tussle with men who wanted to cart him 
off to be killed; instead, life froze about 
him as the traffic stopped. He pushed the 
cover aside, stood, swaying in a world so 
fragile that he expected it to collapse 
and drop him into some deep void. But 
nobody seemed to pay him heed. The cars 
were now swerving to shun him and the 
gaping hole. 

“Why in hell don’t you put up a red 
light, dummy?” a raucous voice yelled. 

He understood; they thought that he 
was a sewer workman. He walked toward 
the sidewalk, weaving unsteadily through 
the moving traffic. 

A policeman stood at the curb, look- 
ing in the opposite direction. When he 
passed the policeman, he feared that he 
would be grabbed, but nothing happened. 
Where was he? Was this real? He wanted 
to look about to get his bearings, but felt 
that something awful would happen to 
him if he did. He wandered into a spa- 
cious doorway of a store that sold men’s 
clothing and saw his reflection in a long 
mirror: his cheekbones protruded from a 
hairy black face; his greasy cap was 
perched askew upon his head and his 
eyes were red and glassy. His shirt and 
trousers were caked with mud and hung 
loosely. His hands were gummed with a 
black stickiness. He threw back his head 
and laughed so loudly that passers-by 
stopped and stared. 


E ambled on down the sidewalk, not 
having the merest notion of where he 
was going. Yet, sleeping within him, was 
the drive to go somewhere and say some- 
thing to somebody. Half an hour later 
his ears caught the sound of spirited 
singing. 
The Lamb, the Lamb, the Lamb 
I hear thy voice a-calling 
The Lamb, the Lamb, the Lamb 
I feel thy grace a-falling 

A church! he exclaimed. He broke into 
a run and came to brick steps leading 
downward to a sub-basement. This is it! 
The church into which he had peered. 
Yes, he was going in and tell them... . 
What? He did not know; but, once face 
to face with them, he would think of 
what to say. Must be Sunday, he mused. 
He ran down the steps and jerked the 
door open; the church was crowded and 
a deluge of song swept over him. 

He stared at the singing faces with a 
trembling smile. 

“Say!” he shouted. 

Many turned to look at him, but the 
song rolled on. His arm was jerked vio- 
lently. 

“I’m sorry Brother, but you can’t make 


“Your brains are in your feet,” the 


that noise in here,” a man said quietly. 

“But, Mister .. .” 

“Vou can’t act rowdy in God’s house,” 
the man said. ~ 

“He’s filthy,” another man said. 

“But I want to tell ’em,” he said loudly. 

“He stinks,’ someone muttered. 

The song had stopped, but at once 
another one began. 

Oh, wondrous sight upon the cross 

Vision sweet and divine 
Oh, wondrous sight upon the cross 
Full of such love sublime 

He attempted to twist away, but other 
hands grabbed him and rushed him into 
the doorway. 

“Let me alone!” he screamed, strug- 
gling. ; 

“Get out!” 

“He’s drunk,” somebody said. 

“He acts crazy!” 

He felt that he was failing and he grew 
frantic. 

“But, Mister, let me tell. . . .” 

“Get away from this door, or I’ll call 
the police! 

He stared, his trembling smile fading 
in a sense of wonderment. 

“The police,” he repeated vacantly. 

“Now, get!” 

He was pushed toward the brick steps 
and the door banged shut. The waves of 
song came. 

He was smiling again now. Yes, the 
police. .. . That was it! Why had he not 
thought of it before? The idea had been 
deep down in him, and only now did it 
assume supreme importance. He looked 
up and saw a street sign: COURT STREET 
—HARTSDALE AVENUE. He turned and 





policeman said, and slapped his face. 


walked northward, his mind filled with 
the image of the police station. Yes, that 
was where they had beaten him, accused 
him, and had made him sign a confession 
of his guilt. He would go there and clear 
up everything, make a statement. What 
statement? He did not know. He was the 
statement, and since it was all so clear 
to him, surely he would be able to make 
it clear to others. 

He came to the corner of Hartsdale 
Avenue and turned westward. Yeah, 
there’s the station. He mounted the stone 
steps and went through the door, paused; 
he was in a hallway where several police- 
men were standing, talking and smoking. 
One turned to him. 

“What do you want, boy?” 

He looked at the policeman and 
laughed. 

“What in hell are you laughing about?” 
the policeman asked. 

He stopped laughing and stared. His 
whole being was full of what he wanted 
to say to them, but he could not say it. 

“Are you looking for the Desk Ser- 
geant?” : 

“Yes, sir,” he said quickly; then: “Oh, 
no, sir.” 

“Well, make up your mind, now.” 

Four policemen grouped themselves 
about him. 

“Y’m looking for the men,” he said. 

“What men?” 

Peculiarly, at that moment he could 
not remember the names of the police- 
men; he recalled their beating him, the 
confession he had signed, and how he 
had run away from them. He saw the 
cave next to the church, the money on 


the walls, the guns, the rings, the cleaver, 
the watches, and the diamonds on the 
floor. 

“They brought me here,” 

“When?” 

His mind flew back over the blur of 
time lived in the underground blackness. 
He had no idea of how much time had 
elapsed, but the intensity of what had 
happened to him told him that it could 
not have transpired in a short space of 
time, yet his mind told him that the time 
must have been brief. 

“Tt was a long time ago,” he spoke like 
a child relating a dimly remembered 
dream. “It was a long time,” he repeated, 
following the prope of his emo- 
tions. “They beat Me. 55 I was scared. 

I ran away. 

‘A policeman raised a finger to his 
temple and made a derisive circle. 

“Nuts,” the policeman said. 

“Do you know what place this is, 
boy?” 

“Yes, sir. The police station,” he 
answered sturdily, almost proudly. 

“Well, who do you want to see?” 

“The men,” he said again, feeling that 
surely they knew the men. “You know 
the men,” he said in a hurt tone. 

“What’s your name?” 

He opened his lips to answer and no 
words came. He had forgotten. But what 
did it matter if he had? It was not im- 
portant. 

“Where do you live?” 


he began. 


HERE did he live? It had been so 

long ago since he had lived up here 
in this strange world that he felt it was 
foolish even to try to remember. Then for 
a moment the old mood that had domi- 
nated him in the underground surged 
back. He leaned forward and spoke 
eagerly. 

“They said I killed the woman. . . .” 

“What woman?” a policeman asked. 

“And I signed a paper that said I was 
guilty,” he went on, ignoring their ques- 
tions. “Then J ran off... . 

“Did you run off from an institution?” 

“No, sir,” he said blinking and shaking 
his head. “I came from under the ground. 
I pushed off the manhole cover and 
climbed out... .” 

“All right, now,” a policeman said, 
placing an arm about his shoulder. 
“We'll send you to the psycho and you'll 
be taken care of.” 

“T got to find those men,” 
tested mildly. 

“Were the men you ran away from 
dressed in white, boy?” 

“No, sir,” he said brightly. “They were 
men like you.” 

An elderly policeman caught hold of 
his arm. 

“Try and think hard. Where did they 
pick you up?” 

He knitted his brows in an effort to 
remember, but he was blank inside. The 
policemen stood before him demanding 
logical answers and he could no longer 
think with his mind; he thought with 
his feelings and no words came. 

“T was guilty.” he said. “Oh, no, sir. 
I wasn’t then, I mean, mister. . : .” 

“Aw, talk sense. Now, where did they 

~ pick you up?” 

He felt challenged and his mind began 


he pro- 


reconstructing events in reverse: his feel- 
ings ranged back over the long hours and 
he saw the cave, the sewer, the bloody 
room where it was said that a woman 
had been killed... . 


“Oh, yes, sir,” he said, smiling. “I was 
coming from Mrs. Wooten’s. . . .” 
“Who is she?” 


“T work for her.” 

“Where does she live?” 

“Next door to Mrs. 
woman who was killed.” 

The policemen were very quiet now, 
looking at him intently. 

“What do you know about Mrs. Pea- 
body’s death, boy?” 

“Nothing, sir. But they said I killed 
her. But it doesn’t make any difference. 
I’m guilty. . 

“What are ‘you talking about, boy?” 

His smile faded and he was possessed 
with memories of the underground; he 
saw the cave next to the church and his 
lips moved to speak. But how could be 
say it? The distance between what he 
felt and what these men meant was vast. 
Something told him, as he stood there 
looking into their faces, that he would 
never be able to tell them, that they 
would never believe him even if he told 
them. 

“All the people I saw was guilty,” he 
began slowly. 

“Aw, nuts,” a policeman muttered. 

“Say,” another policeman said, “that 
Peabody woman was killed over on Wine- 
wood. That’s Number Ten’s beat.” 

“Where’s Number Ten?” a policeman 
asked. 


Peabody, the 


” 


“Upstairs in the swing-room,” someone 
answered, 

“Take this boy up, Sam,” a policeman 
ordered. 


“Okay. Come along, boy.” 

An elderly policeman caught hold of 
his arm and led him up a fight of wooden 
stairs, down a long hall, and to a door. 

“Squad Ten!” the policeman called 
through the door. 

“What?” a gruff voice answered. 

“Someone to see you!” 

“About what?” 

The old policeman pushed the door in 
and then shoved him into the room. 

He stared, his lips open, his heart 
barely beating. Before him were the three 
policemen who had picked him up and 
had beaten him to extract the confession. 
They were seated about a small table, 
playing cards. The air was blue with 
smoke and sunshine poured through a 
high window, lighting up fantastic smoke- 
shaves. He saw one of the policemen 
look up; the policeman’s face was tired 
and a cigarette drooped limply from one 
corner of his mouth and both of his fat, 
puffy eyes were squinting and his hands 


_gripped his cards. 


“Lawson!” the man exclaimed. 

The moment the man’s name sounded 
he remembered the names of all of them: 
Lawson, Murphy, and Johnson. How 
simple it was! He waited, smiling, won- 
dering how they would react when they 
knew that he had come back. 

“Looking for me?” the man who had 
been called Lawson, mumbled, sorting his 
cards. “For what?” 

So far only Murphy, the red-haired 
one, had recognized him. 


“Don’t you-all remember me?” he 
blurted, running to the table. 

All three of the policemen were look- 
ing at him now. Lawson, who seemed the 
leader, jumped to his feet. 

“Where in hell you have been?” 

“Do you know ‘im, Lawson?” the old 
policeman asked. 

“Huh?” Lawson frowned. “Oh, yes. 
I'll handle ’im.” The old policeman left 
the room and Lawson crossed to the door 
and turned the key in the lock. “Come 
here, boy,” he ordered in a cold tone. 

He did not move; he looked from face 
to face. Yes, he would tell them about 
his cave. 

“He looks batty to me,”’ Johnson said, 
the one who had not spoken before. 

“Why in hell did you come back here?” 
Lawson asked. 

at just didn’t want to run away no 
more,” he said. “I’m all right, now... .” 
He paused: the men’s attitude puzzled 
him. 

“You've been hiding. huh?” Lawson 
asked in a tone that denoted that he had 
not heard his previous words. “You told 
us you were sick, and when we left you 
in the room, you jumped out of the 
window and ran away. 

Panic filled him. Yes, ‘they were in- 
different to what he would say! They 
were waiting for him to speak and they 
would laugh at him. He had to rescue 
himself from this bog; he had to force 
the reality of himself upon them. 

“Mister, I took a sackful of money 


and pasted it on the walls. . . .” he 
began. 
“T’ll be damned,” Lawson said. 
“Listen,” said Murphy, “let me tell 


you something for your own good. We 
don’t want you, see? You're free, free 
as air. Now go home and forget about 
it. It was all a mistake. We caught the 
guy who did the Peabody job. He wasn’t 
colored at all. He was an Eyetalian. .. .” 

“Shut up!” Lawson yelled. “Have you 
no sense!” 

“But I want to tell ’im,” Murphy said. 

“We can’t let this crazy fool go,” Law- 
son exploded. “He acts nuts, but this may 
be a stunt. 

“T was down in a basement,” he began 
in a childlike tone, as though repeating 
a lesson learned by heart; ‘‘and I went 
into a movie. . . .” His voice failed. He 
was getting ahead of his story. First, he 
ought to tell them about the singing in 
the church, but what words could he 
use? He looked at them appealingly. “T 
went into a shop and took a_ sackful 
of money and diamonds and watches and 
rings. . . . I didn’t-steal ‘em; I'll give 
’em all back. I just took ’em to play 
with. . . .” He paused, stunned by their 
disbelieving eyes. 

Lawson lit a cigarette and looked at 
him coldly. 

“What did you do with the money?” 
he asked in a quiet, waiting voice. 

“T pasted the hundred-dollar bills on 
the walls...” 

“What walls?’’ Lawson. asked. 

“The walls of the dirt room,” he said, 
smiling, “‘the room next to the church. I 
hung up the rings and the watches and 
I stamped the diamonds into the dirt... .” 
He saw that they were not understanding 


what he was saying. He grew frantic to 95 
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make them believe, his voice tumbled on 
eagerly. “I saw a dead baby and a dead 
MAN: ..sc2 

“Aw, you’re nuts,” Lawson snarled, 
shoving him into a chair. 

“But, mister... .” 

“Johnson, where’s the paper he signed?” 

“What paper?” 

“The confession, fool!” 

Johnson pulled out his billfold and ex- 
tracted a crumpled piece of paper. 

“Ves, sir, mister,” he said, stretching 
forth his hand. “That’s the paper I 
signed. .. .” 

Lawson slapped him and he would have 
toppled had his chair not struck a wall 
behind him. Lawson scratched a match 
and held the paper over the flame; the 
confession burned down to Lawson’s fin- 
gertips. 

He stared, thunderstruck; the sun of 
the underground was fleeing and the ter- 
rible darkness of the day stood before 
him. They did not believe him. 

“But, mister... . .” 

“Tt’s going to be all right, boy,’ Law- 
son said with a quiet, soothing laugh. 
“T’ve burned your confession, see? You 
didn’t sign anything.” Lawson came close 
to him with the black ashes cupped in his 
palm. “You don’t remember a thing about 
this, do you?” 

‘Don’t you—all be scared of me,” he 
pleaded, sensing their uneasiness. “T’ll 
sign another paper, if you want me to. 
T’ll show you the cave... .” 

“Who sent you here?” Murphy de- 
manded. 

“Nobody sent me, mister,” he said. “I 
just want to show you the room... .” 

“Aw, he’s plumb bats,” Murphy said. 
“Let’s ship im to the psycho.” 

“No,” Lawson said. “He’s playing a 
game and I wish to God I knew what it 
was.” 


” 


HERE flashed through his mind a defi- 

nite way to make them believe him; he 
rose from the’chair with excitement. 

“Mister, I saw the night watchman 
blow his brains out because you accused 
him of stealing,” he told them. “But he 
didn’t steal the money and diamonds. 

. I took ’em.” 

Tigerishly Lawson grabbed his collar 
and lifted him bodily. 

“Who told you about that?” 

‘Don’t get excited, Lawson,” Johnson 
said. “He read about it in the papers.” 

Lawson flung him away. 

“He couldn’t have,” Lawson said, pull- 
ing papers from his pocket. “I haven't 
turned in the revorts yet.” 

“Then how did he find out?” Murphy 
asked. 

“Let’s get out of here,” Lawson said 
with quick resolution. “Listen, boy, we’re 
going to take you to a nice, quiet place, 
see?” 

“Ves, sir,’ he said. “And I’ll show you 
the underground.” 

“Goddamn,” Lawson muttered, fasten- 
ing his gun at his hip. He narrowed his 
eyes at Johnson and Murphy. “Listen,” 
he spoke just above a whisper, “say noth- 
ing about this, you hear?” 

“Okay,” Johnson said. 

“Sure,”’ Murphy said. 

Lawson unlocked the door and Johnson 


9% and Murphy led him down the stairs. 


The hallway was crowded with police- 
men. 

“What have you got there, Lawson?” 

“What did he do, Lawson?” 

“He’s psycho, ain’t he, Lawson?” 

Lawson did not answer; Johnson and 
Murphy led him to the car parked at the 
curb, pushed him into the back seat. Law- 
son got behind the steering wheel and the 
car rolled forward. 

“What’s up, Lawson?” Murphy asked. 

“Listen,” Lawson began slowly, “we 
tell the papers that he spilled about the 
Peabody job, then he escapes. The Wop 
is caught and we tell the papers that we 
steered them wrong to trap the real guy, 
see? Now this dope shows up and acts 
nuts. If we let him go, he’ll squeal that 
we framed him, see?” 

“I’m all right, mister,” he said, feeling 
Murphy’s and Johnson’s arm locked rig- 
idly into his. “I’m guilty. . Til show 
you everything in the underground. I 
laughed and laughed. . 

“Shut that fool up!” Lawson ordered. 

Johnson tapped him across the head 
with a blackjack and he fell back against 
the seat cushion, dazed. 

“Yes, sir,” he mumbled. “I’m all right.” 

The car sped along Hartsdale Avenue, 
then swung onto Pine Street and rolled 
to State Street, then turned south. It 
slowed to a stop, turned in the middle of 
a block and headed north again. 

“You're going around in circles, Law- 
son,” Murphy said. 

Lawson did not answer; he was 
hunched over the steering wheel. Finally 
he pulled the car to a stop at a curb. 

“Say, boy, tell us the truth,” Lawson 
asked quietly. “Where did you hide?” 

“JT didn’t hide, mister.” 

The three policemen were staring at 
him now; he felt that for the first time 
they were willing to understand him. 

“Then what happened?” 

“Mister, when I looked through all of 
those holes and saw how people were liv- 
ing, I loved ’em... . 

“Cut out that crazy talk!” Lawson 
snapped. “Who sent you back here?” 

“Nobody, mister.” 

“Maybe he’s talking straight,” John- 
son ventured. 

“All right,” Lawson said. “Nobody hid 
you. Now, tell us where you hid.” 

“T went underground... .” 

“What goddamn underground do you 
keep talking about?” 

“T just went. . . .” He paused and 
looked into the street, then pointed to a 
manhole cover. “I went down in there 
and stayed.” 

“Tn the sewer?” 

“Yes, sir.” 

The policemen burst into a sudden 
laugh and ended quickly. Lawson swung 
the car around and drove to Woodside 
Avenue; he brought the car to a stop in 
front of a tall apartment building. 

“What’re we going to do, Lawson?” 
Murphy asked. 

“T’m taking him up to my place,” Law- 
son said. “We’ve got to wait until night. 
There’s nothing we can do now.” 

They took him out of the car and led 
him into a vestibule. 

“Take the steps,” Lawson muttered. 

They led him up four flights of stairs 
and into the living room of a small apart- 


ment. Johnson and Murphy let go of his 
arms and he stood uncertainly in the mid- 
dle of the room. 

“Now, listen, boy,” Lawson began, 
“forget those wild lies you’ve been telling 
us. Where did you hide?” 

“T just went underground, like I told 
you.” 

The room rocked with laughter. Law- 
son went to a cabinet and got a bottle of 
whiskey; he placed glasses for Johnson 
and Murphy. The three of them drank. 

He felt that he could not explain him- 
self to them. He tried to muster all the 
sprawling images that floated in him; the 
images stood out sharply in his mind, but 
he could not make them have the mean- 
ing for others that they had for him. He 
felt so helpless that he began to cry. 

“He’s nuts, all right,’ Johnson said. 
“All nuts cry like that.” 

Murphy crossed the room and slapped 
him. 

“Stop that raving!” 

A sense of excitement flooded him; he 
ran to Murphy and grabbed his arm. 

“Let me show you the cave,” he said. 
“Come on, and you’ll see!” 

Before he knew it a sharp blow had 
clipped him on the chin; darkness cov- 
ered his eyes. He dimly felt himself being 
lifted and laid out on the sofa. He heard 
low voice and struggled to rise, but hard 
hands held him down. His brain was 
clearing now. He pulled to a sitting pos- 
ture and stared with glazed eyes. It had 
grown dark. How long had he been out? 

“Say, boy,” Lawson said soothingly, 
“will you show us the underground?” 

His eyes shorie and his heart swelled 
with gratitude. Lawson believed him! He 
rose, glad; he grabbed Lawson’s arm, 
making the policeman spill whiskey from 
the glass. to his shirt. 


“Take it easy, goddammit,” Lawson 
said. 
Ves. sir? 


“Okay. We'll take you down. But you’d 
better be telling us the truth, you hear?” 

He clapped his hands in wild joy. 

“Tl show you everything!” 

He had triumphed at last! He would 
now do what he had felt was comoelling 
him all along. At last he would be free 
of his burden. 

“Take ’im down,” Lawson ordered. 

They led him down into the vestibule; 
when he reached the sidewalk he saw that 
it was night and a fine rain was falling. _ 

“Tt’s just like when I went down,” he 
told them. 

“What?” Lawson asked. 

“The rain,” he said, sweeping his arm 
in a wide arc. “It was raining when I° 
went down. The rain made the water rise 
and lift the cover off... .” 

“Cut it out,” Lawson snapped. — 

They did not believe him now, but they 
would. A mood of high - selflessness 
throbbed in him. He could barely contain 
his rising spirits. They would see what he 
had seen: they would feel what he had 
felt. He would lead them through all the 
holes he had dug and. . 

“Get into the car.” Lawson ordered. 

He climbed in and Tohnson and Mur- 
phy sat at either side of him; Lawson slid 
behind the steering wheel and started the 
motor. 

“Tt’s right around the corner from 


where the lady was killed,” he told them. 

The car rolled slowly and he closed his 
eyes, remembering the song he had heard 
in the church, the song that had wrought 
him to such a high pitch of terror and pity. 
He sang softly, lolling his head: 

Glad, glad, glad, oh, so glad 
I got Jesus in my soul... . 

“Mister,” he said, stopping his song, 
“you ought to see how funny the rings 
look on the wall.” He giggled. “I fired 
a pistol, too. Just once, to see how it 
féltcn ou. 

“What do you suppose he’s suffering 
from?” Johnson asked. 

‘Delusions of grandeur, maybe,’ Mur- 
phy said. 

“Maybe it’s because he lives in a white 
man’s world,” Lawson said. 

“Say, boy, what did you eat down 
there?” Murphy asked, prodding Johnson 
anticipatorily with his elbow. 

“Pears, oranges, bananas, and pork 
chops,” he said. 

The car filled with laughter. 

“Vou didn’t eat any watermelon?” 
Lawson asked, smiling. 

“No, sir,” he answered calmly. “I didn’t 
see any.” 

The three policemen roared harder and 
louder. 

“Boy, you’re sure some case,” Murphy 
said, shaking his head in wonder. 

The car pulled to a curb. 

“All right, boy,’ Lawson said. “Tell us 
where to go.” 

He peered through the rain and saw 
where he had gone down. The streets 
were dark and empty. 

“Right there, mister,” he said, pointing. 

“Come on; let’s take a look,” Lawson 
said. 

“Well, suppose he did hide down there,” 
Johnson said, “what is that supposed to 
prove?” 

“T don’t believe he hid down there,” 
Murphy said. 

“Tt won’t hurt to look,” Lawson said. 
“Leave things to me.” 

Lawson got out of the car and looked 
up and down the street. 


E was eager to show them the cave 
now. If he could show them what he 
had seen, then they would feel what he 
had felt and they in turn would show it to 
others and those others would feel as 
they had felt, and soon everybody would 
be governed by the same impulse of pity. 

“Take ’im out,’ Lawson ordered. 

Johnson and Murphy opened the door 
and pushed him out; he stood trembling 
in the rain, smiling. Again Lawson looked 
up and down the street; no one was in 
sight. The rain came down hard. 

“All right,” Lawson said. “Show us.” 

He walked to the center of the street. 
stopped and inserted a finger in one of 
the tiny holes of the cover and tugged. 
but he was too weak to budge it. 

“Help ‘im get that damn thing off,” 
Lawson said. 

Johnson stepped forward and lifted the 
cover; it clanged against the wet pave- 
ment. The hole gaped round and black. 

“T went down in there,” he announced 
with pride. 

Lawson gazed at him for a long time 
without speaking, then he reached his 
hand to his holster and drew his gun. 


“Mister, I got a gun just like that 
down there,” he said, laughing. 

“Show us how you went down,” Law- 
son said quietly. 

“Tll go down first, mister, and then 
you-all can come after me, hear?” he 
spoke like a little boy playing a game. 

“Sure, sure,” Lawson said soothingly. 
“Go ahead. We'll come.” 

He looked brightly at the policemen; 
he was bursting with happiness. He bent 
down and placed his hands on the rim of 
the hole and sat on the edge, his feet 
dangling into watery darkness. He heard 
the familiar drone of the gray current. 
He loweréd his body and hung for a 
moment by his fingers, then he went 
downward on the steel prongs, hand over 
hand, until he reached the last rung. He 
dropped and his feet hit the water and 
he felt the stiff current trying to suck 
him away. He balanced himself quickly 
and looked back upward at the police- 
men. 

“Come on, you-all!” he yelled, casting 
his voice above the rustling at his feet. 

The vague forms that towered above 
him in the rain did not move. He laughed, 
feeling that they doubted him. But, once 
they saw the things he had done, they 
would never doubt again. 

“Come on! The cave isn’t far!” he 
yelled. “But be careful when your feet 
hit the water, because the current’s pretty 
rough down there!” 

Lawson still held the gun. Murphy and 
Johnson looked at Lawson quizzically. 

“What are we going to do, Lawson?” 
Murphy asked. 

“We are not going to follow that crazy 


fellow down into that sewer, are we?” 
Johnson asked. 

“Come on, you-all!” he begged. 

He saw Lawson raise the gun and point 
it directly at him. Lawson’s face twitched. 

Then there was a thunderous report 
and a streak of fire ripped through his 
chest. He was hurled into the water, fiat 
on his back. He looked in amazement at 
the blurred white faces looming above 
him. They shot me, he said to himself. 
The water flowed past him, blossoming 
in foam about his arms, his legs, and his 
head. His jaw sagged and his mouth 
gaped soundless. A vast pain gripped his 
head and gradually squeezed out con- 
sciousness. As from a great distance he 
heard hollow voices. 

“Why'd you shoot him, Lawson?” 

“T had to.” 

“Why ?” 

“Vou’ve got to shoot his kind. They’d 
wreck things.” 

As though in a deep dream, he heard 
a metallic clank; they had replaced the 
manhole cover, shutting out forever the 
sound of wind and rain. From overhead 
came the muffled roar of a powerful mo- 
tor and the swish of a speeding car. He 
felt the strong tide pushing him slowly 
into the middle of the sewer, turning him 
about. For a split second there hovered 
before his eyes the glittering cave, the 
shouting walls and the laughing floor. . . . 
Then his mouth was full of thick, bitter 
water. The current spun him around. He 
sighed and closed his eyes, a whirling 
object rushing alone in the darkness, 
veering, tossing, lost in the heart of the 


earth. oo4 


Clinging to the steel prongs, he heaved his shoulder against the cover and pushed. 
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from 1940 to 1956: 

Alignment; Seat Adjusters; Automatic Win- 
dows: Axles; Bearings; BRAKES; CARBURE- 
TORS; CLUTCHES; COOLING; Crank Shofts; 
Cylinders; DIFFERENTIALS; Drive Shafts; Elec- 
tric Tops; ENGINES; Frames: FUEL PUMPS; 
GENERATORS; Horns; IGNITIONS; Knocks; 
Oil Seals; Overheating; OVERDRIVES; Pis- 
tons; POWER STEERING; Radiators; REGU- 
LATORS; Shock Absorbers; SPEEDOMETERS; 
STARTERS; STEERING; TIMING; Tire Wear; 
TRANSMISSIONS; TUNE-UPS; Universals; 
VACUUM PUMPS; Valves; Wipers; WIRING 

+. and all the rest! 


Keep ’em running 
vz | like clockwork! 


CHRYSLER 


PONTIAC RAMBLER 


you need to know . 





CONTINENTAL 


There’s a secret to fixing cars . . 
ht “ALL CARS” Manual is it! With it, you can handle practically any 
.. Job faster, easier and better than you may have dreamed. 


From engines to transmissions . . . from power steering to over- 
drives . . . from carburetors to ignitions ... it tells you just what 
. . shows almost every operation step by step in 
almost 3000 big, clear pictures. Using your Chilton Manual is like 
having the 19 Chilton experts who prepared it standing beside you. 
Just follow their simple instructions and it is next to impossible to 
go wrong... even on the toughest jobs! 


DE SOTO 


plus FRAZER, WILLYS, 
HENRY J. and KAISER 


STUDEBAKER 







NOW! Even beginners can handle practically 


. and this world famous Chilton 


PRACTICE 10 DAYS... FREE 


No guess work! No lost time! Just look up 
the make, model and part you want to fix. 
Trouble-shooting charts help you locate 
what’s wrong. Then every step of making 
needed repairs or adjustments is explained 
in a way you’re sure to understand. 
“Minor” details, often so puzzling to be- 
ginners, are made crystal clear. 


You’ll find this giant Manual in almost 
every car shop... because it saves loads 
of time even for the experts. You'll find 
it in schools, in Army-Navy training... 
and wherever beginners are fixing CARS 
BECAUSE IT MAKES EVERY JOB SO 
EASY TO DO. 


From beginning to end, the Chilton 
“ALL CARS” Manual is a complete prac- 
tical working guide by Chilton’s Motor 





Dept. SG-106, 


City ZOMG;  ONNR «ot tis te reieatce cin aces crete 
(Outside U.S.A.—Price $8.95 cash with order. 10-day return privilege with money refunded.) 
Lome enen ena Chilton Books are sold by leading book stores HS Hy GE HEE aE Gy 


MAIL COUPON! See for yourself how easy it 


THE CHILTON COMPANY, 5605 Chestnut St., Philadelphia 39, Pa. 


2 Send me the giant new 4% -pound CHILTON “ALL CARS” SERVICE MANUAL (Price $6.95) 

ry for 10-day FREE EXAMINATION. If | like Manual, | will then promptly remit $1.95 (plus 
45c¢ postage and handling); then send $2.50 each month for twa months. Otherwise, | 

2 will return Manval postpaid in 10 days and owe you nothing. 

& oS oR rE emt ar era Hina ye ey ee Sa eae er 2 


Age and Automotive Industries magazine 
experts. It is based on actual shop ex- 
perience. It shows how to handle jobs-with 
standard tools under ordinary conditions. 


You learn work-saving shortcuts. You 
learn what mistakes to avoid. In many 
cases, Chilton even takes into account the 
wear of parts on old cars and gives you 
“wear adjusted” specifications for best 
possible car performance. Covers every 
model of above 22 leading makes from 
1940 through 1956—over 650 models in all. 

Contains over 800 pages; 53 Trouble- 
shooting Charts; 397 Quick Check Data 
Tables; almost 3000 specially-taken pic- 


tures; and thousands upon thousands of 
parts and repair specifications. 










is! 


SAVE! 


Send $6.95 with or- 
der and we poy post- 
age-handling charge. 
Same 10-day return 
privilege with money 
refunded. 


be 







I Will Send You 
BOTH FREE 


J. E. SMITH, President 
National Radio Institute 
Washington 9, D. C. 









TRAINING plus OPPORTUNITY is tester built with parts I send helps 
the PERFECT combination. The sam- locate and correct set troubles. Read | 
: ple lesson I send will prove to you that below at left how you build actual 
it is practical to keep your job while equipment that gives you practical 
TRAINING right in your own home experience, brings to life what you 
for better pay and a brighter future. learn from my lessons. 
My 64-page book should convince you MAIL POSTAGE-FREE CARD TODAY 
that Radio-Television is truly today’s Find out about this tested way to better 
t field of OPPORTUNITY. pay. Fill out and mail the card below for 
s An important benefit of NRI Radio- actual lesson and 64-page book, BOTH 
Television training is that you can start FREE. J. E. SMITH, Pres., National 
to cash in fast. Many men I train start Radio Institute, Dept. 
: soon to make $10, $15 a week extra in 6KG1A, Washington 9, 
= ll ; Spare time fixing neighbors’ sets. Multi- D.C. Our 40th Year. 
Practice BROADCASTING 
As part of my Communications Course I send 
you kits of parts to build the low power Broad- 
casting Transmitter shown above, and other 
equipment. You use it to get practical experi- 
ence, to perform procedures required of broad- 
casting station operators. An FCC Commercial 


Operator’s license can be your ticket to a better 
job. All equipment yours to keep. 


Practice SERVICING 


You use kits of parts I send as part of 
my Servicing Course to build many 
circuits common to both Radio and 
Television. You build a modern Radio 
Receiver, an Electronic Multitester., 
many other pieces of : 

equipment. NRI train- 
ing is based on LEARN- 
ING BY DOING. 





























FIRST CLASS 
Permit No. 20-R 


(Sec. 34.9 P.L.&R.) 
Washington, D.C. 















BUSINESS REPLY CARD 


No Postage Stamp Necessary if Mailed in the United States 





POSTAGE WILL BE PAID BY 


NATIONAL RADIO INSTITUTE 
ee et 16th and U STREETS, N.W. 
VETERANS', . (sass WASHINGTON 39, D. C. 


Under GI Bills 





=! 
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WILL TRAIN YOU AT HOME 
FOR GOOD PAY JOBS IN 


J.£. SMITH has trained more men for Radio-Television 
than any other man. OUR 40th YEAR. 











€&: OTHER SIDE - — adie Television, Ma 
CUT OUTAND MAILTHIS CARD NOW treaties ree 
Sample Lesson & 64-Page Book 


Both FREE 


Act now! Send for my DOUBLE FREE OFFER. Card en- 
titles you to Actual Lesson on Servicing, plus my 64-page book. 


NO STAMP NEEDED—WE PAY POSTAGE 


Mr. J. E. Smith, President, Dept. 6KG1A 
National Radio Institute, Washington 9, D. C. 


Mail me Sample Lesson and 64-Page Book, “How to be a Success 
in Radio-Television.” (No salesman will call. Please write plainly.) 


PO EE SSIS ee ae eee el S 
ADDRESS 


CUP Yc ae ZONE STATE 


VETS (PULA 








SCAN COURTSEY OF 
EXCITER 





